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At'ffie Sign of the Sword 


CHAPTER I 

THE WATERS OF THE MEUSB 

Warm, brilliant, and cloudless was the July noon. 

Beneath the summer sun the broad, shallow waters 
of the Meuse sparkled as they nppled swiftly onward 
through the deep, winding valley of grey rocks and 
cool woods on their way from the mountams of 
Lorrame, through peaceful, prosperous Belgium, to* 
wards the sea. 

That quiet, smilmg land of the Ardennes was, m 
July m the year of grace 1914, surely one of the most 
romantic in all Europe — a green, peaceful land, un- 
disturbed by modem progress; a land where the 
peasantry were still both honest and simple, retainmg 
many of their primitive customs ; a land where the 
herdsmen still called hoftie the cattle by the blast of 
the horn as they had done for past centuries, where 
the feudal castles studding the country — mostly now 
m ruins — ^were once the abodes of robber-knights. 

In that long, deep green valley, which wound from 
Namur up past Dinant to the French frontier at 
Givet, the people had ad^mnced but httle. Legend 
and history, poetry and fiction, provoked an interest- 
ing reminiscence at almost every turn, for it was, 
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indeed, a land tj^at fascinated those uspd to the mad 
hurry of our modem money-making life. 

Not far from quamt, old-world Dmant, with its 
church with the slate-covered, bulgy spire nestlm|[ 
beneath its fortress-crowned rock, its narrow cobbled 
streets, and its picturesque little Place, lay the pretty 
riverside village of Anseremme, the favourite resort 
of artists, bemg situated at the junction of the Lesse 
— one of the loveliest of rivers — ^with the Meuse. 

Seated at a shaded table eating their dSjeuner, 
upon the rose-embowered terrasse of the unpre- 
tending little H6tel Beau S^jour, which ran beside 
the ripplmg Meuse, sat a young man with a gu:l. 

That the pair had met clandestmely was apparent 
to the white-aproned patron — ^who also acted as chef— 
from the fact that the young man had arrived on 
foot with rather dusty boots an hour before, had 
seated himself, ordered an aperatif and idled some- 
what impatiently over the Indipendance Beige, 
until, from the direction of Givet, a fine grey car, 
sweeping along the road and raismg a cloud of 
^ust, suddenly pulled up before the hotel. From it 
a well-dressed young girl had alighted, and as she 
passed on to the terrasse, the young man had sprang 
up, uttered a loud cry of welcome, and bent over 
her hand. 

Meanwhile, the chauffeur had discreetly moved on 
to the H6tel de la Meuse, where he apparently in- 
tended to get his luncheon. 

The young girl was distinctly handsome, as she sat 
leanmg her elbows upon the table, gazmg mto her 
companion’s eyes, and bendmg forward to listen to 
the low words he was uttering. She was little more 
than twenty, with dark hair, regular, well-chiselled 
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features ; a sn^all, pretty mouth, which puckered when 
she smiled ; soft, delicate cheeks, and a pair of those 
great, dark-brown liquid eyes, which are so charac- 
teristically Belgian. Her dark-blue serge gown was 
a model of tailored neatness, while her little, close- 
fitting hat, m black straw, suited admirably a deli- 
cate, refined face, about which there could be no 
two opmions. 

The poise of her head, the white, delicate throat, 
discreetly open, and upon which hung a beautiful 
diamond and pearl pendant ; the smallness of her 
white, ungloved hands, and the damtmess of her grey 
suede shoes and silk stockings to match, all combmed 
to produce a chic which was that of one hvmg m a 
smart circle of the haut monde. 

Both speech and gesture betrayed an education 
in France, for her accent was not of the Bruxellois 
but, like her graceful bearmg, that of the true 
Pansienne. 

She was laughing merrUy at some remark the young 
man had made, and m her eyes, as they fixed them- 
selves upon his, there showed the love-light — that one 
expression that can never be feigned by any man or 
woman in the world. 

Her companion, a dark, oval-faced, well-set-up 
young fellow, was unddr thirty, above the average 
height for a Belgian, perhaps, with a pair of keen, 
shrewd eyes, in which was a kindly, sympathetic look, 
closely trimmed hair, and a small dark moustache cut 
in English fashion. He was broad-shouldered, strong, 
and manly, and by his gesture and attitude the keen 
observer would have marked that he had had more 
military training than was usual in the circle in 
Brussels in whi^ he moved. He was dressed in a 
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suit of well-cut grey tweeds, with sti^w hat, while 
the silver watcK set in the well-worn leather wristlet 
gave him an altogether English air. Indeed, he had 
lived five years m London — ^in lodgings in Shepherd’s 
Bush — when a student, and, as a consequence, spoke 
English fairly well. 

That they were a handsome pair Monsieur le 
Patron of the hotel, quizzing them through the low- 
set wmdow of his kitchen which looked out upon the 
ierrasse, could not disguise from himself. Often he 
had seen the big car sweep past, but of its ownership 
he was m ignorance. Yet more than once the inte- 
restmg pair had met at his hotel and had lunched 
quietly together, while signs had not been wanting 
that those meetmgs were m secret. 

Jules, the little bald-headed waiter from Roche- 
fort, had flicked out the white cloth and spread it 
between them ; he had placed two yard-long loaves 
crosswise upon it, with serviettes flat upon the plates 
and single knives and forks, when Aimde, with a light 
musical laugh, exclaimed m French : 

• “'I had the greatest difficulty to get away to-day, 
Edmond. At the very last moment I feared lest 1 
should disappoint you. My mother wanted some 
lace from Teitz’s, in Brussels, and I, of course, last 
night volunteered to go shol^iping for her. But this 
morning, while I was taking my petit dejeuner, Melanie 
came to me to say that mother had made up her 
mmd to come with me, as she wanted to see the 
Countess d’Echtemach before she went to England. 
She and her husband are taking their yacht to Cowes, 
and we had been asked to job the party, as you know, 
but father unfortunately is kept at home because of 
important meetmgs of the Senate." 
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“ Then yoiir mother, the Baroness, may suspect-*- 
eh ? ” exclaimed Edmond Valentin inth some appre- 
hension, 

• “ No. I think not,” reflected the girl. “ But at 
first I didn’t know what to do. 1 knew that by that 
tune you had already left Brussels, and I could not 
telephone and stop you. Suddenly 1 recollected that 
mother has a bad memory, so presently I reminded 
her of a purely fictitious engagement she had made 
with the Committee of the Archeeological Society of 
Antwerp on that day, and succeeded in mducing her 
to remam to receive the Burgomaster and his anti- 
quarian friends, to whom her father had granted a 
permit to see over the Chateau.” 

” And so you succeeded m escapmg ! ” he laughed ; 
” and mstead of shoppmg in Brussels and lunching 
with old Madame Gamier, you are here. Splendid I ” 
Then, glancmg round to reassure himself that nobody 
was present, his fingers tenderly closed over the tmy 
hand which lay upon the tablecloth. . 

“ But, dearest,” he went on in French, with A 
grave expression in his kind, dark eyes, ” when^yod 
did not come at eleven o’clock I began to fear — ^fear 
what I am, alas I always fearing ” 

“ What ? ” she asked quickly. 

He hesitated for a fe^ seconds. 

“ That somebody may have discovered the 
truth, and told the Baron— Aim4e,” he replied very 
slowly. 

“Really, Edmond, I don’t see what there is to 
fear. I ^ow you have enemies, and further, that 
my father does not view you m exactly a friendly 
spirit, sim ply because you are not ii^, like Ar- 
naud 
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' “ Arnaud Rigaux t ’* interrupted Edmond angrily. 
“ I hate to hear the very name of the fellow I Your 
father, the Baron, wishes you to marry him, m order 
to cement the two greatest fin ancial houses in Bel-' 
gium — that of Neuville Fr^es and the Banque de 
Tervueren. Besides, he must be at least thirty years 
your«enior, Aim^e.” 

“ This IS really unkind of you, Edmond,” exclaimed 
the girl m reproach, withdrawmg her hand. ” 1 
came to meet you, so that we might spend a pleasant 
day m the country. Surely you believe that I love 
you, and that being so, how could I possibly consent 
to marry Monsieur Rigaux ? ” 

“ But I am only a mere obscure Brussels lawyer, 
Ami4e,” he said. How can I ever hope to marry 
you ? ” 

The girl did not reply. Her heart was too full for 
mere words. They were alone upon that shady 
terrasse, with the great river swirling and ripphng 
vast them, while at the moment the quiet was broken 
V' the sweet carillon of old church bells somewhere, 
htuihing the hour of noon. 

I know, my darlmg,” he said in a low voice, m 
English, so that none should overhear and under- 
stand, he looked at her across the table, “that 
your father and his friends* hold the money-strings 
of our little nation. They reckon the world by its 
millions of francs, and the finances of Belgb,pm are in 
their hands. He will make the most strenuous effort 
to force you to marry Rigaux, and so strengthen the 
position of both houses.” 

“ I will never marry the man— ««)«■ / ” Aim^ de 
Neuville declared emphatically in good English. 
“ 1 hate him I '! 
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“ You swear'that ? ” he demanded quickly, a fierce* 
. light suddenly in his eyes. 

, “ I do, Edmond.*’ 

“ Ah I ” he sighed in deep relief. “ Then I am 
satisfied. Let us discuss the subject no further.” 

And at that moment old Jules reappeared with 
the plate of tempting hora d'ceuvres and the carafe 
of vin-blanc ordinaire. 

Edmond Valentin, the avocat, who struggled hard 
and fought for small fees in that most palatial Palais 
de Justice in the world, sat for a few moments gazmg 
thoughtfully across the broad sunlit Meuse, where, 
on the opposite bank, a tram, lookmg like a small 
toy, was followmg the bend of the river on its way 
to France, leavmg a long trail of white smoke behind. 
He was thmking — ^thinking of something he knew — 
a secret — and as it arose m hu mmd his strong hands 
clenched themselves tightly beneath the table. 

The girl, watching his countenance, wondered when 
she saw that strange expression of fierce hatred flitr 
across his broad brow. But next second it bad a 
ished, and smiling upon her, he began to help'h^i 
to the anchovies and salad which the bsld*headedc 
waiter had placed before them. 

They were truly a stnkmg pair, she pretty and 
dainty, with a soft, sweef expression that men always 
found so c harmin g, while he was particularly smart 
and handsome, without the slightest trace of foreign 
effeminacy, a fine, well-set-up fellow, who, but for 
the depth and largeness of his eyes, might easily 
have been mistaken for an Englishman. Yet their 
social positrons were wide as the poles, She was the 
only child of fkiron Henri de Neuville, the great 
Qnancier, whose money controlled railways and tram- 
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*\rays in half a dozen countries in Eur&pe, and whose 
splendid old Ch&teau de S^v^c, higher up the river | 
was one of the show-places of Belgium, Ex-Mmisle^ 
of Fmance and a member of the Senate, his position 
gave his wife, the Baroness, and her daughter, the 
entrie to the Court circle m Brussels, hence Aun^ 
moved in the most exclusive set. 

Her companion, however, was the son of the late 
Burgomaster of Ghent, an estimable man, who had 
amassed a considerable fortune and possessed much 
land around Antwerp, but who had, with hundreds 
of others, been completely rmned by dabbling in a 
wild-cat scheme on the Congo, and who had died 
penniless, save for the little pittance which his son 
Edmond could afford him. 

Love, however, laughs at money-bags, and Aim&:, 
while she was passionatdy fond of the man before 
her, detested that thin-faced, black-haired, narrow- 
eyed man, Monsieur Rigaux, whose praises the Baron 
leKas so constantly singing when they sat at table 
sasg^ther. There was an indescribable look in the 
wkaheier's eyes which had, for the past four years — 
'-Wer since she returned from school at Roedean — 
always frightened her. It was an expression which, 
though with her woman’s intuition she distrusted, 
yet she could neither desenbe it, nor the feeling 
which it always aroused within her. What we too 
often term natural antipathy, is a silent, mysterious 
warning which springs from our innermost conscience, 
and surely should never be dismissed. 

The little cloud which had descended between the 
pair had quickly lifted, and as they sat eating their 
d^euner, chiidi^y happy in each other’s love, two 
officers of the 8th Chasseurs, in their braided timics 
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'.aod undress cLps, came along the terreuse, and, seeing* 
lady, saluted as they passed, and took seats at a 
little table at the farther end. 

’ “ My old regiment 1 ” Edmond remarked. “ Some- 
times, Aim6e, I regret that I resigned to take up 
law,” he added, with a sigh and a wistful look as he 
glanced at the two men in imiform. 

“ But you are making a name at the Courts,” the 
girl declared. ” I read in the paper yesterday a case 
in which you are defending — the Affaire of the Rue du 
Tr6ne, they call it — a murder-mystery.” 

“ Yes,” the man answered, with a touch of bitter- 
ness in his voice. ” I am defendmg the man Sigart, 
though I myself am convinced of his guilt.” 

” And yet you defend him ? ” 

Edmond Valentin shrugged his shoulder. 

“ An advocate is forced to serve wlnchever side 
engages him,” he replied. “ That is why the pro- 
fession of arms is so much more honest ” 

” Granted,” his companion said “ It gives you 
an entr^ to the better houses — you can become 
member of the C&’cle MtlUatre, and all that, but is it 
not all useless ? The war, which has been predicted 
all these years, has nev^ come — nor, in my belief, 
will it ever come. Germany only raises a bogey 
from time to time, in order to terrify Europe, as my 
father puts it,” the girl added. 

" Ah I 1 fear the Baron is a little too optimistic,” 
replied her lover. “ War, yrhen it comes — as it most 
assuredly will — ^will come in the hour when we least 
expect it. Then, when the Teuton hordes burst their 
fbonds, woe betide the nations they attack.” 

> Edmo£id, we have one consolation, that 

,?hey will never attack us. We are neutral, and the 
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jpowers — even Germany herself — ha\4 agreed to 
respect our neutrality.” 

“Ah, Ajmde, that remans to be seen,” was hisJ 
slow, apprehensive reply. “ Germany, when she* 
fights, will fight for world-wide power, irrespective of 
treaties or of agreements. The Kaiser is the great 
War Lord, and his intention is to vindicate his self- 
assumed title, and to rule the world ” 

“ Father, who is behind the scenes of international 
politics, quite disputes that view.” 

“ The Baron will not admit it — nobody in Bdgium 
will admit it — because no cloud appears to-day upon 
the political horizon. But the dark cloud will arise 
ere long, depend upon it, and then we shall, every 
man of us, be compelled to fight for our lives, and for 
all we hdd most dear.” 

A silence fell between them. The young man 
slowly stirred his coffee, and then, taking a cigarette 
from his case, lit it, with a word of apology at having 
expressed such words of warning, and daring to dis- 
agree with the view held by the Baron de Neuville. 

“ But do you really fear war, Edmond ? ” asked the 
girl at last, having reflected deeply upon her loyer's 
words. 

“Oh, I didn’t mean to alarm you, dearest,” he 
laughed quickly. “War TfUl, I bdieve, break out 
in Europe ; but not yet — ^probably not for years to 
come. Germany is not ready; and besides, she 
fears both France and En^and. Nevertheless, she 
is preparing to conquer the world. Of that, one has 
evidence everywhere in Germany.” 

“ My father does not believe it.” 

" Because, hke so many others all the world over who 
are piling up their money and reapmg ridi dividendSt 
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he does not wish to believe it. He, like millions ot 
others, is content in the blissful paradise which he 
himself creates. But there, dearest, enough of my 
.controversial subjects. Let us enjoy this glonous 
day,” and he blew a cloud of blue cigarette smoke 
from his lips, and laughed at her memly across the 
little coffee-cup which he raised tq his lips. 

Then presently, Edmond having settled the account, 
the bhssful pair entered the great grey car, in which 
Antoine, the Baron’s dean-shaven chauffeur, loyal 
to bis young mistress, drove them rapidly away, up 
the white, wmding road which led due east into the 
heart of the peaceful, picturesque Ardennes, 


CHAPTER II 



THE Kisnra cloud 


A FoaTNiOHT later — ^the second day of August, to be 
exact. 

The Taveme Joseph, that popular restaurant in 
the Boulevard d’Anspach, in Brussels, where, beneath 
the shadow of the Bourse, the business-man gets such 
delicious pUtta du jour, was crowded, as it always is 

« ach day at norai. The many httle tables set out upon 
he pavement, along which the life of the bright 
little Belgian capital ebbed and flowed, were filled by 
men who daily, year m and year out, ate their midday 
meal, gossiped, and drank long glasses of iced boch. 

At one table, in a coiner by the glass screen which 
divided the pav^noit before Joseph’s establishment 
from that belonging to a restaurant next door, 
Edmond Valentin sat alone. \ 

\#X 
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He had every reasoa to congratulate himself most 
heartily. An hour ago, after wialnTi g a most brilliant 
and impassioned speech for the defence in the Assize 
Court, the trial of the Affaire of the Rue du Tr6ne 
had at last ended. The chemist’s assistant, Sigart, 
a cruel-hearted assassm who bad killed his young wife 
by administering gelsiminium — as the prosecution had 
alleged — ^had been aequittcd, and upon Edmond’s re- 
markable success he had been everywhere congratu- 
lated by his confreres in the great atrium of the 
Courts. 

As he sat alone, idly watching the passers-by, he 
was wondermg what Aimde would thmk. She would 
read in the Petit Bleu that night the account of the 
trial, which she was so closely following, he knew. 
What would she say when she saw that he had been 
successful — ^that he had. made a name in the legal 
world at last t 

He was in the act of lightmg a cigarette, one of a 
special brand of Egyptians which were sold only at 
the little kiosque in the courtyard of the Grand Hotel 
opposite, when a strident voice reached his ear, and 
next second a perspiring young vendor of news- 
papers, in a peaked cap, thrust under his nose a 
newspaper, cryiag in Froich, ’’German Ultimatum 
to Belgium I — V'la Le Joufhal / ” He paid his sou, 
and eagerly opened the thin damp sheet. 

His quick eyes scanned the sinister news which the 
paper contained, to the effect that the German 
Minister in Brussels had, at seven o’clock on the 
previous evening, offered Belgium sm entaaie with 
Germany in return for her facilitating German mUi- 
tary operations. A pistol was held at Belgium’s head. 
She had been given till seven o’clock that morning to ^ 
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reply. A Council Meeting had been held ^hich had 
lasted till midnight, after which Messieurs Hymans 
and Van den Heuvel had drafted a reply, which for < 
three hours further had been discussed. Belgium 
relied upon the treaty to which Germany herself 
had been signatory, guaranteeing her neutrality, and 
had therefore replied that she could not accept the 
proposal. 

Edmond Valentin held his breath as he read those 
significant lines of pnnt. 

Hall the men m the restaurant eagerly bou^t 
papers, were silent for a moment, and then the great- 
est excitement was aj^iarent everywhere. 

“ War with Germany t ” yelled the newsvenihirs in 
strident tones as they rushed along the Boulevard, 
and even the police — ^the most correct in Europe — 
were so dumbfounded that they did not raise a voice 
in protest at this unseemly breach of the regulation 
which prohibits the crymg of news. 

Belgium had defied the great and terrible machme of 
Prussian militarism. She had told the Kaiser, openly 
and plamly, that she^would, like Holland, remain 
neutral, in accordance with the solemn treaty to 
which the Powers had put their signatures. 

“ Well, my friend,” reqiarked a fat stockbroker, to 
whom Valentin was known as having his lunch daily 
at the Joseph. “ This is defiance— eh ? We have 
held up our hand to stop the great War Lord of 
Germany. We have no quaAel with our neighbours. 
This is only newspaper gossip. There will be no war, 
1 assure A Bourse can^ — ^perhaps,” 

** But if GernMiaiy attacks us ? ” querted the young 
lawyer, placing his newspaper on the table. 

”Bidil that she will never do. We know the 
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Kaiser and his mailed fist of old. If Russia has 
mobilised, surely it cannot concern us I ” 

“ But France and Great Britain are Russia’s allies, 
rraiember.” 

“ Exactly. Germany will never dare to face 
Europe with only Austria, an effete nation, as an 
ally. Your agreement supports mine, my dear 
friend," laughed the fat over-dressed man, who wore 
a large diamond in his cravat. 

“ But are there not already violations of the French 
frontier, and also in Luxembourg ? The Germans 
have also occupied frontier towns m Russia," Edmond 
argued. 

“ Bien i But it is only a menace on the part of 
Germany — and menace is not war. Do not forget 
the Agadir incident. No, no, m’sieur. The commg 
war is not yet — not yet, although I quite admit 
that we have felt the imrest on the Bourse this 
morning." 

" Unrest I " echoed Edmond. “ I tell you that 
to-day th^ is war in the air, m’sieur I The German 
Emperor has oreated, by his clever chicanery, a 
diplomatic position in Europe which is impossible. 
The preparations of Prussia are complete. That the 
Emperor means war is apparent to those who have 
studied events, as I have, ever since the deplorable 
assassinations in Saiaievo." 

" Ah 1 mon ami, 1 see you are pessimistic," laughed 
the stockbroker, draining his glass of Benedictine. 
" It would be bad for Belgium if nil her sons were 
alarmists lilm yourself.” 

“ No, m'rieur, pardon I ” was Edmcmd Valentin’s 
quick response. " If all were Uke youcsetf, we diould 
be lulled to deep by the assurances of eur bittor 
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enemy — the enemy who intends to march through 
this capital of ours to Antwerp, and the sea.” 

“Bahl The old story told to us for so many 
years I ” laughed the man at the next table as he 
rose slowly and took his straw hat. “ We shall meet 
here again — say this day week, and then you will be 
forced to admit the truth of my argument.” 

” Well — ^let us hope so, m’sieur. We shall see,” 
Valentin replied with a gesture of apprehension, 
which show^ him to be concerned. 

The tat man wished him a merry ” bon jow,” and 
passed out upon the sun-baked pavement, where the 
excited crowds were now hurrying, eagerly discussing 
the alarming news. 

“Warl War/ WARM* 

The word was upon everyone’s lips throughout the 
length and breadth of the ammat^ little capital of 
ks braves Edges — ^the people so long sneered at by 
their superiors in Paris untU the very expression had 
become synonymous of a populace actuated by timid 
arrogance, and who merdy aped all the culture and 
most of the vices of the Parisians. 

When the optimistical stockbroker had gone, 
Edmond again took up Ids paper and read how Sir 
Eklward Grey had made«a statement in the House of 
Commons, in London, regarding the obligations of 
honour, and of national security involv^ in the 
maintenance by Great Britain of Belgian neutrality. 
France and Russia were already in a state of war with 
Germany. Would Great Britain stand by Belgium t 

Upon the , ferrous of the crowded restaurant and 
within, the sole topic of the excited convmation was 
the seriousness of the situation. Old mm who had 
.been scored times without number by the wor-douds 
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which had risen over Europe, laughed to scorn the 
idea of a great conflict. 

“ My dear Jules 1 ” shouted a thin-faced, white- 
bearded man — the head of a great commercial house 
— across the restaurant. “Do not give it another 
thought. There will be no war. The Germans arc 
not yet ready, and the diplomats will arrange it 
all, as they always do. They are paid for it. The 
Kaiser’s bark is worse than his bite.’’ 

Whereat many laughed. 

But not so Eldmond Valentin. He had been a 
close student of international politics, and in order to 
supplement his income at the criminal bar, he had 
often wntten articles upon international politics for 
the Indipendemce Edge, and the Matin of Antwerp. 
What he had feared and predicted was, alas I coming 
rapidly true. 

Germany, with her horde of spies everywhere in 
Belgium, fiance, and England, and her dosdy guarded 
military and naval secrets had deceived Europe. 
She was fully prepared — ^and her Emperor intended 
to make war, and to crush civilisation beneath the 
despotic heel of Prussian militarism. The cross of 
Christ was to be overthrown by the brutal agnosti- 
cism of Nietzsche, the blasphemous “ philosopher ’’ 
who died in a madhouse. 

Edmond Valentin held his breath, afid replacing 
the paper again upon the taUe, while the buzz of 
dispute and aigument was still in his ears, stared 
striught before him into the biuy, gating thorough' 
fare. 

War I Wwl WARI 

At length he rose, and making hia wa;^ blindly to 
the Bourse, only a few steps away, he boarded tme of 
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the open-air trams, and ascended the steep, winding 
streets, the narrow Marche aux Herbes, and the Rue 
de la Madeline, until he reached the broad Rue de la 
R^gence, which led straight up to the great fa9ade 
of the domed Palais de Justice. Half-way up the 
street he alighted and, entering a block of offices, 
ascended to his bureau. 

The city was agog with excitement. In that hot, 
blazing noontide, everyone seemed outside discussing 
the grave peril m which Belgium was now placed 
by danng to stem the overwhelming tide of Teutons. 

“ If they come they will not hurt us,” a man in the 
tram had laughed. “ They wiU simply march through 
Belgium — that is all. What on earth have we to 
fear ? ” 

Edmond had overheard those words. They repre- 
sented the opinion of the populace, who had been 
fnghtened by the bogey of threatened war so many 
times, imtil now they had grown to regard the regu- 
larly nsing cloud over Europe as part of the German 
policy, the brag and swagger of the great War Lord. 

Edmond was alone. His one clerk was still away 
at his dijefuner as usual, from noon till two o’clock. 
From the open window of the small, dingy room he 
watched the animated scene below — watched like a 
man in a dream. 

At the moment he was not thinking of the 
threatened war, but of the man Amaud Rigaux. 

An imprecation escaped his set teeth, as his face 
assumed a dark, threatening expressiem, his strong 
bands clenched, os they always did when certain 
thoughts arose. 

“One day ere long," he murmured, “we will 
settle the account between us, m’slcuri IVith us it 
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IS an eye for an eye, but you little dream what form 
my revenge will take. The hour is now fast ap- 
proaching — depend upon it I ” 

Tunung suddenly from the window, he lit a 
cigarette, for, like most Belgians, he was an inveterate 
smoker as well as something of a dandy in his attire, 
and seatmg himself at his big wntmg-table he began 
to scnbble hastily memorandum after memorandum. 

For fully two hours he continued. 

Old Andrd, his clerk, returned, and placed a copy 
of a newspaper containing the report of the Affaire 
of the Rue du Trbne at his elbow, saymg : 

“ The Press are full of your praise, m’sieur. Is it 
not splendid — ^magnificent t ” 

But his master took no heed, so intent was he upon 
his writmg, referring to various bundles of legal papers 
before him, as he scribbled on. 

Then, at last, just before four o’clock, he put on 
his hat and went forth again, walking to the Palais 
de Justice, where, after searching through the courts, 
he found, in the dark panelled Court of Appeal, a 
amfrere of his — a tall, thin man, with a bushy black 
beard. His friend congratulated him heartily upon 
his success in the cause cilibre that morning, after 
which they both went out jnto the atrium and sat 
upon a bench, while Edmond Valentin gave him a 
number of instructions. 

Afterwards, just before five, Edmond emerged 
again, crossed into the wide, leafy Avenue Louise, 
and boarding a tram, rode straight up that splendid 
boulevard of fine private residences, to the gates 
of the pretty natural park of which Bruxellois are 
BO proud, the Bois de la Cambte. Upon a seat in 
one of the secluded paths, not far from the caxtranoev 
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he foiutd Aimde, dressed in white embroidered muslin, 
awaiting him. 

“ Ah, Edmond I ” she cried, springing up. “ Ter- 
rible, is it not ? There will be war I You were 
right — quite right — dearest. Germany intends to 
encroach upon our land t ” 

“ Yes, darling,” he replied, bending over her little 
gloved hand with deep apology at being late. “1 
fear that it is so, and that we shall be compelled to 
defend ourselves,” he sighed. “The terror of war 
is upon us.” 

“ But there will not be fighting in Belgium — 
surely ? ” the girl declared. “ Colonel Maclean, the 
British military attach^, was at lunch with us to-day, 
and he told my father that England did not antici- 
pate war. It IS only the German nature to be aggres- 
sive agamst Russia.” 

“ Ah I no. Do not believe the optimists, my 
darling,” the man said, seating himself at her side. 
“ Do not beheve in the soft words and the self-styled 
culture of the Germans. They are the natural enemies 
of Europe, and the camarilla of Potsdam mtends now 
to fight for world-power.” 

She was silent, tracing a semicircle on the gravel 
with the ferrule of her v;}iite silk sunshade. 

It was a pretty, leafy nook where they were sittings 
a spot where it was often their habit to meet in secret 
when she was in Brussels. That big white mansion 
of the Baron Henri de NeuviUe he had passed half-- 
way up the Avenue Louise was one of the largest and 
most handsome private residences in Brussels, with 
its imposing gates of ornamental ironwork surmounted 
by a gilt coronet, and huge glass-covered Winter- 
gardto— a place pointed out to messkurtr the tourists 
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of the Agence Cook, who passed daily in the motor 
char-k-banc, as the “town-house of the Baron de 
Neuville, the great Belgian millionaire,” as the uni- 
formed guide put It each mommg in his pairot-bke 
English, ^dien he conducted his charges on their way 
to the field of Waterloo. 

“ Do you know, Aim^,** exclaimed her companion 
seriously at last, “ I have decided to return to my 
old regiment, and to act my part — ^the part of a true 
Belgian. I can at once return as aotts-officier” 

“ What ? ” gasped the girl in quick alarm. “ But, 
Edmond — you — you — ^you might he wounded if war 
really broke out I You might even be killed 1 No 1 
For my sake, dear, don’t go,” she implored, placmg 
her trembling little hand upon his arm and lookmg 
up appealmgly mto his eyes. 

“War will be upon us, if not to-day, then to- 
morrow. My place is m the ranks of the defenders,” 
he said firmly. “ I have no money-bags to protect, 
as your father the Baron has. My profession will 
be at an end with war, hence I have decided. 1 
have made all arrangements for my friend Ver- 
bruggen to take my cases in the Courts.” 

” And you will i^ly rejoin the Chasseur8'd,-pied T ” 
she asked anxiously. • 

“ 1 shall. It is only my duty, dearest. Against 
the great Germany our little !^lgium will require 
every mim who can liold a rifie,” replied her lover. 
“The Gennan Eaiser means war — and War means 
the shedding of blood in mir land.’* 

“ But think — ^if you were killed, Edmond I ** she 
gasped, staring at Idm. 

“ 1 should at kast die knowing that we loved each 
other, darling,” he answered, taking her hand taa* 
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derly in his own and raising it to his lips. “Tou 
are mine, and I am yours ; only death can part us.” 

He glanced up and down. They were alone in 
that narrow, leafy way, with the buds twittering gaily 
above them, and the hot sunshine filtering through 
the branches ; for the charm of the Bois was its 
rural picturesqueness, near as it was to the centre 
of the gay, vivacious little capital. 

His arm stole very slowly around her waist, and 
she fell back mto his embrace in the supreme ecstasy 
of that moment. 

“Though the barrier between us — the barrier of 
money — is insurmountable, Aim^, I love you better 
— ah 1 better than my own life, sweetheart. To-day, 
though the sun still shines over our dear Belgium, 
it is, alas 1 the darkest day of our history. The 
terror of the Uhlan is already over our land. Your 
father, the Baron, will, I know, endeavour ^to snatch 
you from me, and marry you to the man whom I 
have so just a cause to hate — enemy as he is of my 
own race, my name, my country. But, darling, 1 
refuse, m this hour of deadly peril, to remain inactive. 

I love you, and, my darling, I know that you love 
me. Our dear country is threatened by the invader, 
who intends to smash aiyi to crush us, to sweep our 
smiling, peaceful land with fire and sword ; to stamp 
out our national life, and to grind us breath the 
millstones of a blasphemous autocracy. And, as an 
officer of the Belgian army, my place is with my 
regiment — to defend our ooun^i to defend our 
innocent women— to defend you, my own beloved.” 

Teats welled ta her great dark eyes as she listened 
to his words, and he bent until his lips jMssed bets. 

Bis argument was compete. How could pio- 
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test farther ? Her secret lover was a fine, manly 
man — ^far more manly than any she had ever met 
in her own select circle of that vain bejewelled society, 
where mammon was god, and where finance daily 
juggled with the destuiy of nations. 

To rejoin Ids regiment was, after all, her lover’s 
duty. She knew it in her innermost consciousness. 
Yes, he was right. Though a lieutenant, he could 
rejoin as sous-officter. The war-cloud, so black and 
lowering, must burst within a few hours. 

As a true daughter of Belgium she was at heart 
a patnot, even though, in' her own home, the only 
patnotism ever taught her had been the love of 
self-esteem. 

He was silent, not danng to utter further word ; 
and she, looking into his dark, thoughtful, serious 
eyes, in silence, wept. 

Yet in the ears of both of them rang that single 
word of such awful and such fatal significance : 

War I War/ WAR I 


CHAPTER m 

THB ESABT^ DSSIBB 

At tra o’dock on the same evening the Baron Henri 
de Neuville sat smokbg a cigar in a small, luxuriously 
furnished room in the great white mansion in the 
Avenue Lomse. 

A broad-shouldered, gr^-hsired, riiig^tly bald man, 
whose heavy jaws were fringed by abort grey side- 
whiskers, and whose deep-Set eyes were rendered 
darker by the natural pallor of his oomplaidon. His 
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hui was well brushed to hide his baldness, and in 
bis well-cut evening clothes he looked younger than 
he really was. He had been commanded to the 
Palace earlier in the evemng, for the King had con- 
sulted him in connection with some secret financial 
transaction affecting the nation, and therefore at his 
throat he wore the ribbon and cross of the Order of 
Leopold. 

With him sat his friend, Amaud Rigaux, a dandified 
thm-faced man, a few years his junior, with black 
hair plastered down upon his head, a pair of narrow- 
set beady eyes, a countenance of distinctly Hebrew 
cast, and a small pointed black moustache, unmis- 
takably dyed. The shnvelled thinness of his hands 
was certainly not in keeping with the artificial youth 
of his face, and, on second glance, the most casual 
observer would have realised that he was one of those 
men who, by reason of a fast life, have aged prema- 
turely, and who endeavour to remain young, and 
believe themselves still attractive to the fair sex. 

He had, in years past, been a rather handsome man. 
But the life he had led had left its mark inddibly 
upon him, for he looked what he was, a rovi who 
had run the whole gamut of the gaieties of Europe, 
from the Casino at A^ to the Villa Regala at 
Bucharest, and from the haunts of the demt-monde 
on the Riviera to the night-caf^s of Berlin and the 
edbareta of the Montmarte. 

As he lounged back in the big, soft, saddle-bag chair, 
the fine diamond glistening in his shirt, he presented 
a picture of the affluent parvenu, that type of wealthy 
fii^der of Hebrew stiW, which is bo familiar the 
\rorid over. 

The Baron was cerUunly of a n^ed and graitle- 
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manly type, though there was in his face that shrewd, 
hard expression which seems inseparable from the 
financial mmd. Yet his companion was of an en- 
tirely different stamp — coarse, unsympathetic, with 
sensuality stamped upon his loose lips. 

He removed the cigar from his mouth, and lifting 
his narrow eyes to his companion, remarked : 

“ I am rdieved to hear your opinion, my dear 
Henri. It agrees entirely with mine. Though the 
Bourses show signs of panic, 1 cannot but think that 
war is impossible.” 

" The Sinister Orts was at the Palace, and I had 
a few words with him,” the Baron said. “ They had, 
at the Ministry, a telegram from our Minister m 
London only an hour ago. War is not anticipated 
there.” 

"Nor here — only by the ignorant,” laughed Ri- 
gaux. “ Germany cannot — ^nay, she dare not-— attack 
Europe.” 

"It is whispered that the King has appealed to 
King George of England to uphold our neutrality. 
But in one or two quarters I hear it alleged that the 
fixed purpose to provoke a general war has under- 
lain Germany’s policy for many years, and now, 
with Austria as her ally, she has wantonly flung down 
the gauntlet to all Europe.’* 

"I don’t bdieve it at all," declared the other. 
“ The Kaiser cannot commit such an outrage on all 
justice and all public right. Our neutrality was 
guaranteed by G^many faersell. How can she dis- 
honour her own signature 7 ” 

" But Gmmany aspires to aupr^macy, we must not 
forget, xny dear friend— and to supremacy as complete 
as tbrt claimed by Napdeon. S^e intmids that all 
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tlie other Powers shall be her subordinate allies. She 
would drag them all in her wake.” 

“ Bah I England will not bargmn away to Germany 
her obligations to us, depend upon it,” was the other’s 
reply. “The Kaiser fears the British fleet. He is 
not yet ready, my dear Baron. So let us dismiss the 
so-c^led peril, for it does not exist, I assure you.” 

The Baron rose from his chair, and stepped out 
upon the long balcony mto the close, breathless night. 

A regiment of Lancers were clattermg along the 
broad avenue, just distinguishable among the trees, 
and the people were cheering wildly as they passed. 

War was in the air. Notwithstanding the assur- 
ances of his friend Rigaux, the Baron could not dis- 
guise from himself the serious apprehension that had 
so suddenly arisen in his mind. Hitherto, he had 
been loudest in his expressions that war would not be 
yet, but smce he had been at the Palace, an hour ago, 
and seen the serious expression upon the &ces of his 
sovereign, and of certain officials, he had become sus- 
picious of the worst. 

What if England defied this sabre-rattling of 
Germany, and declared war to protect Belgium 7 He 
pondered as he stood there, glancing down into the 
leafy avenue iirhere the i^ple were shouting, “ A baa 
lea AUemands ! " 

He had his back tamed to bis friend, who still sat 
smoking. Had he turned, he might, however, have 
sem somethhig which would have aroused wonder 
within him, for while he stood there, looking down 
upon the straight, leafy way, bright under its lin^ 
of lamps, his feiend, behind his back, had clendied 
his fists fiercely. Amaud Rigaux’s teeth were set, 
and up<m his countenance was a fierce look ol 
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hatired of the man whom he was trying to lull into a 
false sense of security. 

A distinctly evil expression played about the 
comers of his sensuous mouth, as his narrow'set eyes 
glinted with the fire of a detestation which, until 
that moment, he had so cleverly concealed. 

Though posing as an intensely patriotic Belgian, he 
was, if the truth be told, one of the few men in Brussels 
who knew the German intentions, and who, for a 
fortnight past, had been fully prepared. 

War must come, he was well aware. It had all 
been arranged two years ago, yet the Belgian Govern- 
ment, ‘and even the Baron de Neuville, its chief 
financial adviser, had remained in utter ignorance. 
They had never suspected the Kaiser’s treachery. 

Rigaux smiled as he reflected how cleverly the 
secret of it all had been kept. Great Britain must 
now certainly fall into the trap so cunningly pre- 
pared for her, and then Europe would, as the Kaiser 
mtended, be drenched in blood. 

In those moments, while the Baron stood outside, 
he reflected upon the private audience he had had 
with the Emperor at Potsdam nine months before, 
of the secret reports he had furnished regarding the 
financial situation of Belgiujn, and other matters, and 
the preparations for war in Luxembourg and along 
the frontier, which were revealed to him by a high 
official in the Wilhelnwtrasse. He had returned 
from his ” business-visit to Berlin, and not a soul 
in Brussels had ever dreamed that he had bear re- 
ceived by the Most Highest. Hie secret policy of 
the Kaiser was to court the good-will of certain 
flnanckrs who, most of them, willingly became his 
agents and cata’-paws, and kept Hie War Offloe in 
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Berlin well informed of the trend of events. It was 
BO m the case of the clever, wealthy, and unscrupulous 
Amaud Rigaux. 

The Baron turned, but in an instant the face of 
his friend reassumed its expression of easy-gomg 
carelessness. 

“ This silly war-scare seems to please the people — 
eh ? *’ he laughed aloud. “ Hark at them shouting I 
It is to be hoped they will not attack the German 
Legation, bum the German flag, or commit some 
ridiculous outrage of that sort.” 

“ Let’s hope not, or it might be misconstrued into 
an act of war,” the Baron agreed, as he stepped again 
mto the small, cosy, but exquisitely furnished room. 

“ Probably the Garde Civile have taken every pre- 
caution to avoid demonstrations. Nevertheless,” he 
added, “ I do not like the outlook at all, my dear 
Amaud. I confess I do not like it at all.” 

” Mon cher ami, surely you, of all men, are not 
being led away by this sensation m the newspapers I ” 
exclaimed his friend, pursing his thick lips. ”We 
both know the value to be placed upon messieurs les 
foumtdistes. We buy them aU whenever we desire 
their favour — do we not ? ” 

But the Baron cast hiiqiseif into his chair and shook 
his head gravely, saying : 

” I fear, notwithstanding, that the outlook is very 
black for Belgium. War would mean ruin to us both. 
We have, both of us, large interests in France and 
Germany,” he added, ignorant of the vile treachery of 
which his Mend had been guilty. ” If war came in 
Europe, I should be ruined.” 

” Exactly,” responded the other. ” That is vdiy, 
in sudi circumstances as these, a union of our houses 

o 
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would be so intensely desirable. Have you spoken 
to Mademoiselle Aim6e again ? ” he asked, regarding 
the BaroA with those narrow, crafty eyes of his. 

“ Yes,” was the reply. 

“ And what has Mademoiselle said ? ” 

“Up the present,” sighed the Baron, “ she is 
still obdurate.” 

“ Because of that good-looking axoeat — eh ? ” he 
retorted. “ Why do you allow her still to meet the 
fellow ? ” 

“ She does not meet him to my knowledge.” 

“She does — almost daUy. I have set watch 
upon them. They met to-day — in the Bois, at five 
o’clock.” 

The Baron was agam silent for a few moments, 
Then he said : 

“ Valentin has, it seems, made quite a sensational 
success in the Affaire of the Rue du Trfine. There is 
a long account in to-night’s papers. Berton, the 
Minister of Justice, was speaking of it.” 

“ But surely you will not allow your daughter to 
marry a pennilesa lawyer I ” protested the financier. 
“ Thmk what you and I could do, if only we amalga- 
mated upon fair and equivalent business lines. As 
you well know, 1 am extremely fond of Aimfe.” 

“ You have spoken to her, she tells me.” 

“ I have. But, unfortunately, she treats me with 
a calm and uttex indiff^ome.” 

“ Feihaps she wffl, eventiiaJly» grow tired of Ed- 
mond Valentin’s attentions,” her father suggested. 

“ Never,” growled Rigaux. “ J believe she loves 
the fellow. But if you Were cnly firm, my dear 
friend, she would, in the end, consent to many me.” 
“ I am firm,'- 
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** Yet you allow them to meet daily 1 *’ 

“ How can I prevent it ? ” 

“ By sending away — say to England. I will 

go to England also.” 

“ My own opmion is that you would fare no better 
in England th^ here. Aimie is a girl of spirit. She 
may be led, but driven never,” her father declared 
emphatically. 

” But cannot you compel her to give up this 
man ? ” urged Rigaux eagerly. 

” Have I not tried, for weeks and weeks T Person* 
ally, my friend, 1 don’t think you dance attendance 
sufficiently upon her, if you really mean to wm her. 
She has been spoiled ever since a child, and likes lots 
of attention.” 

Amaud Rigaux’s brows narrowed slightly, for he 
at once realised that what the Baron said was the 
truth. He had certainly been deficient in his amor* 
ous advances, for, truth to tell, he had become so 
utterly blasi that few women nowadays attracted 
him. 

” Yes,” he sighed grossly. “ Perhaps you are 
right, Baron. Is she at home this evening 7 ” 

” She’s alone in the peHt salon, reading, I believe. 
My wife is out at dipner with the wife of the 
Roumanian Minister.” 

” Tien, if there is nothing else for us to discuss, I 
will go down and spend an hour with her — eh 7 ” 

*'Tris bien,” acceded the Baron, while Rigaux, 
casting away his cigar, settled his cravat before a 
big mirxDV at the end of the room, smoothed bis hair 
with both his hmids, and left. 

Passing down the softly carpeted coiridor he {mused 
before a door, and opening it entered, to find himself 
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in a good-sized salon carpeted in Saxe blue, with 
white enamelled walls and gilt furniture of the style 
of Louis Quatorze. Over the elegant apartment was 
suffused a soft light, the source of which was cun- 
nmgly concealed behmd the wide cornice running 
round the walls, the electric glow being thrown down 
by the white ceiling itself. 

Upon a side-table stood a great silver bowl of La 
France roses, which filled the room with their frag- 
rance, and near it, m a comfortable chaise-longue, 
reclmed Ajm4e, looking sweet and dainty m a soft, 
filmy evening-gown of palest carnation pmk. 

She looked up from her book, startled, as the door 
opened, and then, recognising her visitor, rose, rather 
stiffly, to greet him. 

** What, all alone, my dear Mademoiselle I ” ex- 
claimed Rigaux, as though in surprise, as he bowed 
over her hand. ** I have been chatting with the 
Baron, but I expected to find Madame here. Well, 
and what do you think of all this very alarmmg 
news — eh ? ** 

“ Awful — is it not ? *’ the girl replied, inviting him 
toa diair. 

“ The Baron and I have just been discussing it, 
and we are of opinion that there will be no war. 1 
notice, however, in. the papers to-night, a report of 
Monsieur Valoitin’s great success in the Afhire of 
the Rue du Trfine. 1 nuffit congratulate him — and 
yourself.” 

The girl blushed slii^ly. It was the first time 
this man, whom she so heartily hated, had ever men* 
tinned hear loviv. Indeed, she was not, until that 
moment, quite certain whether he ^s aware of her 
seczet^whether the Baron had told hiin^ 
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'* Yes,*’ she managed to reply at last. ** It should 
secure hun a foothold m his profession. The papers 
say that his speech for the defence was apparently 
one of the most clever and brilliant ever heard m the 
Courts.” 

“And you, of course, must be Justly proud, di. 
Mademoiselle 1 ” he remarked, looking stnight into 
her beautiful eyes. 

“Well, I suppose so/* she laughed, her fingers 
toying nervously with the leaves of Bazin’s latest 
romance. 

He sighed deeply. Then, after a pause, said : 

“ Ah 1 I only wish that you entertained one little 
thought for me, Aimde — one kindly refiection re- 
gardmg myself — I who love you so.” 

And, bending, he stretched forth his hand to seize 
hers. But she swiftly withdrew it. 

“ Oh, why return to that subject again, m’sieur ? ’* 
she protested impatiently. “ Its discussion only pains 
us both. I am fully aware that my father is anxious, 
for business reasons, that we should marry, but 1 
assure you, once and for all, that I will never accept 
any man whom 1 do not love.” 

“ You put it — ^well, a trifle bluntly. Mademoiselle.*’ 

“ I only speak the trul^, quite openly and frankly,** 
she responded, her big serious eyes turned upon his. 
“Would you have me accept, and afterwa^ fool 
you ? ” 

Her qa«ttion — s somewhat disconcerting one— hdd 
him silent for some moments. 

“Remember, Aim^e," he said at last, in a deep 
voice, *' 1 have known you ever since you Were a 
tiny c^d, I have watched you grow tp become a 
woman, aAd gradually I have massed that there kr 
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no woman in the whole world whom I love — except 
your own dear sell. Can you doubt me ? ” 

And with an earnest expression that was well 
feigned, he looked straight into her pale, set counte- 
nance. 

'* No, m’sieur, I do not doubt you,” was the girl’s 
quiet response, and he fancied he saw her trembling 
dightly. ” But when, the other day, you asked if 
I could ever love you, I told you the bare truth — 
brutal as it may have appeared. Yet I am not mis- 
tress of my own heart, and I tell you that I do not 
love you — can never love you-^cvcr / ” 

“lam tdo old,” he murmured bitterly. 

“Not that,” she responded, shaking her well- 
poised head. “ Age matters nothing when a woman 
really loves.” 

“You love that man Edmond Valentin,” he 
snapped, almost savagely. 

She nodded in the afihnnative, but no word escaped 
her lips. 

Amaud Rigaux set his teeth, and his fingers 
denched themselves into his palms. But only for a 
second, and she, with her eyes cast down upon the 
carpet, did not deteet the fire of hatred which shone, 
for a second, in his crafty, narrow-set eyes. 

Next second his manner entirdy dianged. He 
was one of those men whose cunning enables them 
to conceal their fedings «> cleverly that, while they 
smile and hold out the hand of friendship, murder 
lurks within their heart. This attribute is, alas! 
one of the dements of success in business in our 
modem days, and is a habit cultivated by the man 
whom the world admires as “ keen and smart.” 

“ But, my darling I beexdaiined, in a voice broken 
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by an emotion 'which so cleverly feigned that it 
deceived even her woman’s sharp observance, “ you 
do not know how very deeply I love you,” he declared, 
bending to her, and again trying to take her hand, 
which, however, she agam snatched away and placed 
behind her. ” All these years 1 have watched you 
grow up, and I have longed and longed for the]day when 
1' might beg of you to become my 'wife. Ihink of 
what our marriage would mean to you — ^to your father, 
the Baron, and to mysdf. He and 1, umted, could rule 
the whole finances of the nation , we could dictate terms 
to the Chamber, and we should be the greatest power 
in Belgium — next to liis Majesty himself. Surely your 
position as my wife would be preferable to tl^t of 
the wife of a poor struggling lawyer, however estim< 
able he may be." 

She sat listening without interrupting him. She 
had heard this man’s praises sung daily by her father 
for so long that at last they now fell upon deaf ears. 
She listened quite coldly to his outpourings, yet, at 
the moment, she despised him in her innermost heart. 

What Edmond had declared was the bare, naked 
truth. Amaud Rigaux was only seeking to gain 
further personal riches and aggrandisement by doing 
her the honour of offering her his Wnd in mamage. 

Her anger arose within her as his words fell upon 
her ears. She had not been blind to his stealthy 
unscrupulousness, for she lememberd how, on one 
occasion, she had overheard her father upbraid lum 
for participating in some shady financial transaction 
with sotpe electric tramways in Italy, the details of 
which she, a woman, had been unable to follow. 
But her father’s bitter words of reproach had he^, 
to her, aJbsufihaent. The Barm had tcdd him, 
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openly and plainly, that he had swindled the It^an 
company, and she had always remembered bis out- 
spoken words. 

Hie man seated before her suddenly rose, and 
unaUe to take her hand because she was hdding it 
behind her, placed his sensuous grasp upon her 
shoulder, and bent in an attempt to kiss her. 

She turned her head swiftly from his foetid breath. 
It was nauseous. It caused her a fierce revulsion of 
feeling. 

She sprang up, ha* eyes aflame in an instant. 

" M’sieur Rigaux 1 This is intolerable 1 ” she pro- 
tested, drawing herself up m proud defiance. " I wish 
you to remember who I am, and further, I wish you 
to go to my father and tdl him, that no matter what 
may happen, no matter what pressure he may place 
upon me, no matter if I die unmarried, I will never 
become the wife of Amaud Rigaux. Tou hear I ” 

He drew back at this obstinate rebufi' — he whose 
money bought women's smiles from end to end of 
Europe. 

In a second he became apologetic. 

“ But, Mademoisdle, I ” 

“ Please leave this room,” she ordered, very firmly 
** U not, I shall ring for the servants. Go 1 ” and she 
pointed determinedly to the door. ” Go t Describe 
this scene to my fatiter, and tell him from me, once 
and for all, that 1 love Edmond Valentin, and that 
I intend to marry him.” 

Hie man’s loose lips hardened. He murmmed 
something which the ^ emild not catefa, but she 
saw in his eyes, for the first, time, the light d a fioxie 
and terrible hatred, as he bowed stiifiy, and, tiimiiig 
on his hed, took hia and with a firace impreea- 
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ticm upon Iiis lips strode out of the pretty, arfcistio 
room, wherdn she stood, an imperious and defiant 
figure, in tiie centre of the carpet. 


CHAPTER IV 

THE MAE FBOM OOLOONS 

Two hours later Arnaud Rigaux entered his small, 
well-furmshed den in the big house on the broad 
Boulevard de Waterloo, dose to the medieval Porte 
de Hal, that medieval castie-like structure, now the 
fine Muste d’Armes, known to every traveller in 
Brussels. 

Scarcely had he crossed the threshold when his 
man, a white-haired, ultra respectable-lookmg valet, 
ushered in a rather stout, rmddle-aged man of mihtary 
bearing, with fair hair and blue-grey eyes. He was 
wearing a cap and a motor dust-coat. 

“ Ah 1 my dear Guillaume I I must apologise,” 
Rigaux said. ” I had no idea you had been waiting 
for me.” 

“ Your servant was unaware where you were. We 
telephoned to a dozen places. I arrived from Cologne 
Just after nine o'clock.” * 

Rigaux glanced at the closed door rather appre- 
hensively, and then in a low voice asked : 

” What does it all mean T ” 

”War»” replied the other in a whisper. *‘The 
Empoor i» in Cblogne in secret. I bad audience 
with him at three o’clock, and he sent me to you. I 
have to return at once. 1 was to tell yoa that his 
hjbjesty wishes for your final report.” 
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For a moment the financier’s narrow eyes grew 
serious, and his lips quivered. 

“The reply from England has not yet been re* 
ceived,” his visitor went on, speaking in excellent 
French, though he was undoubtedly German. “ But 
whatever it may be, the result will be the same. 
Eight Army Corps are moving upon the Luxembourg 
frontier. They will soon be in Belgium. What a 
surprise our big howitzers will be for the forts of 
Namur and Lidge — eh ? ” 

And he laughed lightly, chuckling to himself. 
Captam Wilhelm von Silberfeld, of the famous 
Death’s Head Hussars, was a trusted messenger of 
the Kaiser, a man who had perfo^j^d many a secret < 
mission for his Imperial Master. He was attached to 
the General Staff m Berlin, and for hours he had sat 
in the fast two-seated motor-car, travelling swiftly over 
the hundred andsixty miles or so of long,straight white 
roads which led from Cologne to the Belgian capntal. 

“ In four days we shall be in Belgium,” the German 
officer whispered. “The Emperor, as you know, 
decided upon war three months ago, and ever since 
we have been steadily and carefully making the final 
preparations. What is the opmion here ? ” 

“Hie Cabinet meets to-^i^t. The Government 
do not, even now, believe Germany really mtenda 
to defy Europe, and I, of course, have endeavoured 
stdl to lull them to sleep,” responded the financier. 
“ But I have not been idle th^ past three days. My 
reports are all prepared. The last was written at 
seven o’clock this evening.” 

And crossbg to a b^, heavy , book-ease, whldh 
occupied the whole of one side of the, room, be opmed 
one of the glass doors. Iben, pulling forsr^ a 
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section of the books which swung round upon a 
pivot, there was disclosed the green-painted door of 
a safe, securely buUt into the wall. This he opened 
with a key upon his chain, and from a drawer took 
out a large envelope filled with papers, which he 
handed to his visitor. 

“ All are here ? '* asked the other. 

“Yes. According to instructions I received by 
courier yesterday, I have prepared the list of names 
of influential persons in Li^ge and Louvain — ^the 
banks, and what cash I believe them to hold. How 
are you proceeding in Antwerp ? ’’ 

“ Antwerp is practically a German city. We have, 
outside the city, six concrete platforms ready for otir 
big howitzers. They were put down two years ago 
by German residents in their gardens — ^for the Eng- 
lish game of tennis,” and he laughed. “ Besides, we 
have three secret wireless installations of wide range 
communicating with Nauen, as we also have here in 
Brussels. Is your wireless here m working order f ” 

“ S-s-sh, my friend I ” Rigaux said wamingly. “ I 
will send ^chel out on a pretext, and you shall see. 
He is loyal, but I trust no man. 1 never let him know 
too much." 

Then he ran^ and kis man, white-haired and 
humble, appeared. 

“ Mi(^l, go down to the Grand Hotel at once and 
ask for Monsieur Legrand. Tell him I wish to see 
him. If he will kmdly come up here in a taid.” 

“BieOf, nCnewl” and the grave-faced servant 
bowed and w^JhdreW. 

A few moments later Arhaud Bjgauz took from a 
draw^ in his hbmry talde an electric tordi and led 
the way up the great wide staircase, throuigfa his owb 
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bedroom, past a door into a smaller dressing'room, 
in which was a huge mahogany wardrobe. The door 
of this he opened, and pushing the back outwards 
through a line of coats hanging there, a dark opening 
was revealed. Into this both men passed, finding 
themselves upon a wooden flight of dusty stairs, up 
which they ascended for two floors, until they arrived 
in a long, low attic, beneath the sloping roof of which 
were suspended, upon porcelain msulators, many 
thin, black-enamelled wir^. 

“Cornel You shall hear for yourself,” Rigaux 
exclaimed; and passing along to the gable-end of 
the main wall of the house, he paused before two 
tables, upon which were set out a most complete set 
of wireless instruments. 

To the uninitiated eye those two tables were filled 
with a most complicated assortment of weird elec- 
trical apparatus connected by india-rubber covered 
wires. To the eoqiert, however, all was quite clear. 
On the (me table st(X)d a receiving-set of the latest 
pattern, while upon the other was what is tecihnically 
known as a five kilowatt set,” which would transmit 
wireless messages as far as Nauen, the great wireless 
station near Potsdam, and, indeed, over a radius of 
nearty a thousand miles. ^ was a Marconi set, not 
Telef unken. 

Amaud R^ux seated himsetf upon a stool betcoe 
the receiving-table, while overhead, insulated from 
the raftns the roof, were a hundred bare copp^ 
wires strung across and across. His exanqde was 
followed by Captain von Silberfdd, both dampbg 
the double head-telephoues over their ears, listening. 

Nmct instant both hoard the. butting of 

lesi^ so weird and unoai^I^ to ^tose lUtLithlted, 
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“ Da-de, Da'de-da. Da-de, Da-de-da.” 

It was a call Then followed the code letters, 
“ B.B.N.” with “ B.Y.B.” 

'* Hush t ” Rigaux exclaimed, glancing at the book 
at his elbow. “ The British Admiralty station at 
Cleethorpes are calling the battleship London.** 

The big wireless code-book — a book which could be 
bought m Berne for five francs — lay open before him. 
There was a quick response in the 'phones. 

” The London is oS the west coast of Ireland,” 
he remarked, bending with interest. “There’s the 
reply. Here is * London.' ” 

He touched the “ tuner,” one of the round ebonite 
handles upon a long mahogany box, and next moment 
a little “ cUck ” of quite a different note was heard 
in the head 'phones. 

“ Listen I ” Rigaux exclaimed, and then for a 
moment he was again all attention. “ Marseilles is 
speaking to one of your North German Lloyd liners 
on her way from Alexandria.” Then he paused. 
“ Are you satisfied that I am leaving to your army a 
complete set, quite in working order— eh ? ” 
“Entirely. Why, it is splendid,” declared the 
captain, who, though he had no expert knowledge of 
wireless, had seen quite epou^ to convince him that 
the secret instaUation was practically perfect. “ This,” 
he added, “ will surely be of great use to us before 
many weeks are over. It is splended i '* 

“Let us descend,” Rigaux said. “Michel may 
now bc^ hack. This part of the house is, of course, 
unJcnowli to my servants.” 

When they were again bade in the financier’s snog 
Uttle bttdiness room, wherdn he received visitors 
fHriivatefyt he asked earnestly : 
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“ Tell me. Count, is all complete ? " 

“Everything. We shall advance to-morrow, or 
nmct day. We have mobilised secretly, though 
Europe is in entire ignorance. First Belgium is to 
be occupied — then we shall cross to England. Paris 
is only a secondary affair. London is our chief goal. 
We shall crush for ever the arrogant English %ith 
our Zeppelins and our submarines. Oh 1 what an un- 
pleasant surprise they will have 1 ” and he laughed. 

“ But you will not oonqimr Belgium — eh ? ” 1 

“ Not if she offers no defence. If she does, then I 
tell you — in cmifidence — ^the Kaiser means to sweep 
this country with fire and sword ; we shall wipe 
villages and towns completely out of existence, so as 
to strike terror and horror into the heart of Europe. 
War is war, you know.” 

“ Do you advise me to leave Brussels ? ” 

“Well, not yet — ^wait and see. Your safety ia^ 
assured. You already have your safe-conduct, have^ 
you not ? ” 

“ That has already been arranged.” 

•< His Bfa jesty told me to give you his Imperial assur- 
ance. The final draft in your favour on the Dresdner 
Bank has been passed, and you will receive it in due 
course, paid into your bank in London,” replied the| 
German officer. 

“ But what do you advise me to do, my friend f 
Remember, I may yet be discovered as having assisted 
you. And it will be awlowrd— -very awkwaJ^ 1 ” 

“ Remain here for a time, and then go back to tbe 
coast. You can, as a patriotic Belgian, ahrays cross 
from Ostend to Xk^j^d as a wealthy zefagee<— when 
the time arrives. And that will not be very long, 
1 assure you,*' he added, witli a grim smile* ** Xhe . 
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brave Belgians have to-day ended their career.- Our 
big hoyitzers will come along. Pouf I and Belgium 
is no more. In a few days we shall be at the mouth 
of the Scheldt, and at Ostend — front of Dover. 
Besides, our grand fleet of Zeppelms are ready in 
their secret sheds. Later, when Belgium is de- 
vastated, they will glide forth for the conquest of our 
dear, sleepy friends, the British — ^whom preserve. 

Meanwhile, we have a very satisfactory army of secret 
agents over yonder making ready to undermine any 
poor, pimy d^ence that they — ^with all their vaunted 
might of Empire — can possibly put up.” 

Both men laughed heartily as they stood there 
together, conversmg in low tones. 

” The intenticHi, then, is first to destroy Belgium ? ” 
asked Rigaux, suddenly growmg serious. 

” Yes. To seize this country, notwithstanding any 
defence which may be offered. The Grand Duchy 
^>of Luxembourg we shall only march through. But 
the General Staff know that, in Belgium, there may be 
a desperate resistance, if Britam — the broken re^ — 
is to be relied upon. Hence we shall smash her--and 
Britain afterwards.” 

”But is Great Britain, with her splendid navy, 
Really a broken reed 7 ” queried the financier very 
fjeriously. * 

** Personally, I do not at all agree. I only tell you 
the declaration of our General Staff.” 

** Britain has a very mysterious way of asserting 
her own superiority,” said the banker, shaking hs 
head dubiously. ” France is still, as she has ever 
a nation t4 great emotions. But Great Britain, 
with her enormous Colonial possessions, her deep* 
loyalty, and huge wealth, is a tremmdoua 
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power — a power which I believe the Kaiser has never 
yet estimated at its true value.” 

“ Bah I my dear Amaud. We, in Berlin, know all 
that is m progress. Surely you must know, you 
must feel, the irresistibly power of our militarism — 
of our great and formidable war-machine. Giermany 
is the greatest nation at war that the world has 
ever seen, and ” 

” And England still rules the seas,” interrupted the 
financier in a hard voice. 

” The seas I Bah I ” declared his dusty, travel- 
worn visitor. “We shall first win on land; then 
our grand fleet will face those overbearing British. 
We shall, like the Dutch, place a broom upon the 
mast-head of the flag-ship of Grand Admiral von 
Tirpitz, and sweep the British clean off the seas.” 

“ You are optimistical — to say the least.” 

“ 1 am, my dear Amaud,” he admitted, “ because 
I, as one of the General Staff, know what has been,, 
arranged, and what is intended. 1 know the great 
surprises we have in store for Europe — those great 
guns, which will smash and pulverise to dust the 
strongest fortresses which man can devise, and air- 
craft which will hurl down five tons of high explosive 
at a time,” he ai^ed, with m exultant laugh. “ 

I had almost foi^gottm. Have you had any report^ 
from out friend Van Heenen, in O^tepd ? ” 

“ R came yestc^day,and is inchid^ in the papers 
you have there. Cto frirads in Uige have been 
warned, I suppose 7 ” 

“ They have^ieai warned to-day. Doctor Wilberx, 
brave Bdgian, of course, has a secret wireless in bin 
house, while sixty of our trusty agents are living / 
there, quite unsus^ectedi^ 
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“ Wilberz -was here in Brussels a month ago, and 
told me 'what he was doing. Truly the rmg of forts 
will stand a very poor chance when you make the 
attack.” 

“ Belgium will never dare to resist, we feel sure,” 
declared Captain von Silbetfeld. “ ^ a month t^ 
Crown Prince will enter I^xis. But I must get away 
at once. 1 have to be back in Cologne with the ^wn. 
The Stafi are awaitmg your reports with eagerness, 
especially those upon the financial position.** 

“I have supplied every detail,” responded the 
banker. “ The position is not good, and even my 
friend the Baron de Neuville cannot, I happen to 
know, come to the rescue at the present moment.” 

“ Gpod,” exclaimed the Captam, dropping into 
German. ” Adieu I ** he said, placing tiie bulky 
envelope beneath his cotton dust-coat. ” What ex- 
citement there is in the streets — eh ? *- 

The banker laughed grimly. 

** It Will increase very soon, 1 suppose,” he said. 

” Tes,” whispered the other, as they descended to 
the front entrance together, where the long, powerful, 
low-built car stood with its glaring head-lights, in 
charge of a smart chauffeur, who saluted in military 
fashion. ” Adieu, my dear Amaud. 1 must hasten,’* 
he whispered, ” for to-morrow’s dawn will bring to us 
‘TheDayM-V 

And with a triumphant wave of his^hand he 
mounted beside the dnver, and a moment la^ the 
car ^ved swiftly and silently down the hill oh hn 
long Journey to the German frontier^ carrying with 
it the final sinret report of the many made 
the last ten years by the traitor Arnaud Riganz to 
the G^eral Staff. 
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The man who had sold his country {or German 
gold stood for a few seconds watching the car dis* 
appear into the night, and th^, as the roar of the 
crowd making a demonstration before the French 
Consulate farther up the Boulevard fell upon his 
ears, he turned, and with a bitter laugh of triumph, 
went within and closed the great oaken door. 

A silence fell. No one was near. Suddenly, a few 
moments later, the daric figure of a man, who had 
evidently been watching the departure of the car, as 
he stood back m the deep shadow of the trees m the 
centre of the boulevard, emerged, crossed the road, 
and burned down the hill in the direction the car had 
taken. 


CHAPTER V 

BURSTINO OF THE STORM 

A GREAT, long, old-fashioned room with a rather low 
ceiling, across which ran black oaken-beams, around 
were lancet windows, high and narrow, with ancient 
leaded panes and green glass, the walls panelled with 
rare but faded tapestries, the carpet dull and also 
faded, and the heavy furpiture genuinely Flemish 
of the sixteenth century. 

On a long, padded seat in the recess of the central 
window, the depth of whidi tfiiowed the great strength 
of the walls, Aim4e de Neurffle s^t, her white pointed 
chin resting upon her hand, gazing away over a 
marvellous panorama pi winding river and wooded 
slopes, the deep behutiful valley of the Meuse, which 
lay far below that high<up difiteau, once the lortiesa 
of the robber-^kni^ts of Hauteroehe. 
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Tbe splendid old Ch&teau de S^v^rac, standing as 
it did half-'way between quaint old-world Diuant, the 
resort of British tounsts» and the French frontier at 
Givet, commanded a wide sweep of the beautiful 
valley with the hlue, misty high-lands towards 
Luxembourg. The great place with its ponderous 
three-foot-thick walls, its round towers with slated 
roofs, and its deep, cavernous dungeons with in- 
scribed stones, dated from the twelfth century, a 
fine feudal castle, which had played a leading part 
in the history of the Meuse valley — indeed, m the 
history of Europe. Built high upon its steep lime- 
stone cliff, around which the river swept suddenly 
m a semicircle, it had, in the days of its builders, 
been a fortress impregnable. Its private chapel bore 
the arms of the I^ights-Templars, and in that very 
room, where the pale-faced young girl sat, the 
Emperor Charles V had sat, after the capture of 
Metz m 1652. A place full of histone memories, for 
the very walls spoke mutely of those turbulent tunes, 
when that valley was the chief theatre of all the 
fierce wars in Western Europe. 

But the Knights of Hauteroche had defended it 
always from the attack of their bitterest foes, until, 
in 1772, it had passed frqm their hands, and having 
fallen to ruin, had, in the last days of the nineteenth 
century, becai acquired by the rich Baron de Neuville, 
who was reputed to have spent half a millioai sterling 
upon its restoration, and a similar sum m funushing 
it as it had been in the sixteenth cratury. 

Few Such splendid strongholds ex^ed in pSufupe, 
For years the Baron’s agents bad travelled up aud 
down the Continent with open eommissk^ to pur*^ 
chase antique fuxnfture, tapestry, and armoujf of tttt 
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period, with the result that the castle was now unique. 
Riside its courtyard one was at once back m the 
days of the Emperor Charles V, the illusion being com- 
plete, even to the great kitchen of the robber-knights, 
where, upon the huge spit, an ox could be turned and 
roasted whole, so that the retamers — ^the bowmen 
of the forest — could be regaled and rewarded after 
their doughty exploits 

From every comer of the world, tourists — ^many of 
them loud-speakmg Americans with their red-bound 
Baedekers — craved of the Baron’s major-domo, a 
vinegar-faced Frenchman, permission to pass through 
the splendid apartments, and when “ the family ” 
were not in residence, permission was generally ac- 
corded, for — ^as with all financiers, from Twicken- 
ham to Timbuctoo — ^the Baron, m secret, liked to be 
talked about. Indeed, the late King Leopold, who 
had on several occasions stretched his long legs in 
that room wherein Aimde now sat, had declared that 
the view from the wmdow up the river to be one of 
the finest in all Europe. 

Looking up the peaceful valley, where the Meuse 
wound far below in the August sunshine, there lay 
on the right bank grey rugged rocks descending 
sheer into the water green tftd deep, making a sudden 
bend ; while on the left hy green pastures and spread- 
ing woodlands, with range upon range of hills away 
to the blue haze of the frratier of France. Beside the 
river, tiie road followed like a white ribbon along its 
bank, and upon it tlm dusty old post-diligence, with its 
four weedy horses and its jingling bells, was levelling, 
just as it had travelled for two centuries past. Truly 
that reach of the li&ase was the most xuzal^ peaceful, 
and picturesque spot in aQ the Ardennes, and little 
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wonder was it, indeed, that the Boron de Neuville, 
when the great ruined castle had been offered for sale, 
had immediately purchased it, and renovated it to its 
preset perfect state. 

“1 can’t think why father should have made us 
come here just in these troublous times,” the girl 
exdaimed petulantly to her mother, a grave, white- 
haired, weU-preserved lady in black, who, seated at 
the farther end of the room, was busy with her &ney 
needlework. And then the girl beat an impatient 
tattoo upon one of the small leaded window|)anes 
with the tips of her shm white fingers. 

” Your father thinks it is more pleasant for us 
here than in Brussels just now, with all the silly 
excitement in progress, my dear,” the BaroneSs re- 
plied. ” I have just had a telegram. He will be 
here to-night.” 

” Does he give any further news of the situation f ” 

“ None.” 

“But when we left in the car yesterday, it was 
believed that we might be at war at any moment,” 
the girl said. 

Her mother, a calm-faced, rather stout womad, 
and typically Belgian, sighed deeply. 

“ \^at will happen wocannot tell, my girl,” 

” But if the Gmnans come, what shall we do ? ” 
queried Aim^Ci for she wra thin^ng of Edmond, 
from whom she had bad a hastily seribbled lettn 
that morning. He luid rejoined his regiment as sous- 
oj^ier, and he said they expected to leave that dsy 
for the froniMat. 

'* Do ? ” echoed the Baroness. “ Why, nothifig. 
lliey will simply march along the vsdlc^ down 
yonder, and we shall be quite sale The 
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Genuans are, after all, men of culture. They are 
gentlemen.” 

As she spoke, M41anie, AimSe’s French maid, 
entered the room, saying : 

** A gentleman ^^es to speak to M’sieur le Baron 
on the tdephone. you speak. Mademoiselle f ” 
she asked. 

" Who is he ? ” 

“ The name he gave was Huart, Mademoiselle ” 

" Huart,” exclaimed the Baroness. ” That is surely 
the name of the manager of the Sirault Ironworks at 
la^ge. Go and speak to him, Aimde.” 

The girl descended to her father’s small business- 
room situated in the base of one of the round-slated 
turrets of the castle, and took up the telephone- 
receiver from the table. 

” Hello ? ” she asked. 

” Is the Baron there ? ” demanded a man’s rough 
voice. 

“ No, m’sieur. But I am Mademoiselle de Neuville. 
Can 1 give him any message ? He is in Brussels, and 
will, 1 think, be here this evening.” 

” I am Huart, speaking hrom the works at Li£ge. 
War has broken out." 

“ War I ” gasped the giti, holding her breath. 

Yes. Eighty thopsand Genu^ are advancing 
towards the rivtf, and we ue already defending 
Lidge against them. T^riUe fighting is taking [dace. 
Hark 1 Listen to our forts 1 Cm you h^ ? ” 

The ^rl listened, and for the first time heard the 
thunder of war— a difil, low roar in the reedver. 

“That was one of the big guns in Fort Ldncan, 
Generd Leman is defending the city, but the Ge^ 
mans ate burning all thf yiUnges arowd. Iptom my 



BURSTING OF THE STORM 66 

window here I can see the smoke across the 
nver.” 

“ Ah I this is awful 1 ” the girl cried. “ I will 
telephone to my father and tell him— if 1 can find 
him.’* 

“ Yes, Mademoiselle — ^tell him that I fear the 
worst. The first reports of the enemy reached here 
at dawn, and Li4ge seems to swarm with German 
spies. A dozen or so were caught signalling to the 
enemy with flags from the tops of high houses. They 
have all been shot— outside hmre, against the wall.” 

“ They were not Belgians.” 

“They posed as such. One of them was one of 
my foremen. I always believed him to be a Belgian. 
It is a revelation, Mademoisdle." 

" But can the Germans enter the dty ? ” 

“No, Mademoiselle. Last night ^ the bridges 
over the river were destroyed.” 

And then, even as she listened, a dull roar fdl upon 
her ear. It was Fort Londn speaking again with 
its ste^ throat. 

“ Please tell the Baron that I shied] remain here 
poiding further mstructions from the company. We 
shall hold out here. Soldiers are pouring into the 
town. The first le^ment of the Guides, and the 
second, fourth, and ci^th Chasseurs-A-pied passed 
here early this morning, having come poste-haste 
from Bruss^s. They have gone along the xiver-bank. 
Id^ge will not suffer much, but the country around 
is already in flames. It is terrible. Mademoiselle — 
terriibte I ” 

The eig^h regiment of Cha$seurs4-pied 1 Tlieo 
Edmond Valentin was already at the front I He was 
wrth along the river-bank I 
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“ But are they killing people ? ” asked the giil, ia 
frantic excitement. 

“ 1 fear they are. Mademoiselle," replied the voice, 
dying away slowly, and being succeeded by a loud 
electrical buzzing. “ Reports have just come in that 
at Vis4 and Argenteau some townspeople fired at 
the soldiers, and m consequence the Germans are 
killing them, and burning down the houses. It is 
awful.” 

" But that can’t really jlie true," she cried. " The 
Germans are surdy not savages like that 1 " 

“ I fear that the reports are only too true. Made- 
moiselle. One came over the telephone from the 
Burgomaster of Cheratte, close to Argenteau. As 
an eye-witness of fearful atrocities, he reported 
them to the Prefect, with a request that they be 
immediately transmitted to the Minister of Justice, 
in Brussels.” 

" But it seems utterly incredible," the girl declared. 

” As incredible as the swarms of spies here in the 
town. To-day, one does not know enemy from 
friend 1 But please teU your father that I will speak 
to him this evenins-^il the wires are not cut. They 
are already cut to Maastiidit, Verviers, and Aix." 

" Yes, do ring us up, m’sieur, and tdl us what is 
happoiing," implored ” Tdl me what the 

Eighth Chasseurs are ddng, and where they are. Will 
you, please ? I have a fnend in them — an officer." ^ 

” Certainly, Madefficninlle. X will do what I can, 
and — Mon Dmt ” 

The voice broke oil dhort. 

“ M’sieur 1 M’sieur Huart t Hdlo 1— hello 1 ” cried 
the gill in wonder and i^prehension. 

There was no xespcpK^irndy a ili^ bitaa. She 
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replaced the receiver upon the instrument, and turned 
the handle quickly. Then she listened again. All 
was silence. 

‘‘ Hello 1 heUo!” she caUed. “Hello, Lidgel 
Hello, Li6ge 1 “ 

The wire was dead — cut, perhaps by a German 
sheUI 

Again and yet again she tried to obtain response to 
her call. 

Their nearest exchange was that at Dinant. 

“ Hello, Dinant 1 Dinant I ’* she kept repeating. 
“ Hrflo. Dinant!" 

But from Dinant there was no reply. 

Upon her the blow had fallen. Ei^ond, so manly 
and brave, was already at the front— one of the first 
to go forth against the giant invader of their gallant 
little nation. Those words from her father’s employd 
in Li^ge had conveyed volumes to her. 

War was no longer an eventuality. It was a fact. 
Already the Kaiser was hurling his legions of Fikel* 
hauben westwards towards the sea. The Teutons 
had burst their bonds, and Edmond’s prophesy 
had, alas 1 proved only to be true. The ambitious 
Kaiser meant war — ^war ^t all hazards and at all 
costs, in order to retaiii his imperial crown, and 
in order to justify, with his clamorous people, his 
title of the great War Lord of the twentieth century 
and ruler of the world. 

But there had been many War Lords in the world 
ages before hini^Bameses, Herod, Csesar, Attila, 
and Napcd^. After all, the Kaiser, surrcnmded by 
his dtsgraeefully deg^erate' camanlla, wi|e but ^ 
pinchbi^ edition of Bonaparte; a monekch who!^ 
while holding the outstretched hand of ^osdshi^ to 
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Great Britain, had beoi hourly plotting to conquer 
her. The quintessence of treachery, the zenith of 
personal egotism existed, irith the i^dest dreams of 
avarice, in the heart of that deformed monarch, who 
was as wuped in his bram as in his body. In his 
gaudy tinsel, and in all his panoply of umform, and 
his tm crosses which he bdieved to be iron, he was 
but the pliable puppet of Uie d^enerates of Potsdam. 
He believed himself to be the Sword of God — as he 
had insandy dedared to his troops — and stood as the 
idol of the people of *' Iniltui ” yet tottering upon his 
pedestal. 

His fierce antagonism towards dvihsation, as op- 
posed to the Prussian militansm, had been betrayed 
by his und3nng words, which would live in history 
though the ages. The fierce War Lord, in his 
pitiable arrogance, had actually incited his troops to 
murder and debauchery by the words he had spoken 
— ^words that would be for ever registered against 
him upon his downfall * 

“ \^en you meet the foe you wfil defeat him,” 
he had said. ” No quarter will be given, no prisoners 
will be taken. Let all who fall into your bands be 
at your mercy. Gain a reputation like the Huns 
umkr Attila.” That rejmtation was, apparently, 
what his hordes were achieving in the burning of 
Visd and Argenteau. Attila, in his expedition across 
Cheece, reduced seventy of the foiest cities to smokmg 
ruins and shamUes. He was the black demon of 
rum and desdruetian, and this mod^ murder- 
Monarch of the Huns, if that report over the 
telephone be true, was emulating the b^eod^goilty 
wSRasx- 

Pile end breethlesa, Afoafo de Neuville rushed up 
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the great staircase to rdate^ to hear mother the 
appalling news that Germany had, at last, swept 
down upon peaceful little Bdgium with &e and 
sword. 

The war-cloud had burst 1 The Kaiser, in his 
eagerness to plunge Europe into blood, had not waited 
for Great Britain’s reply. His lustful, grey-coated 
hordes of braided Uhlans, mfantry and artillery, with 
all their endless streams of lumbering guns, heavy 
waggons, motor-cars, and loaded motor-l,omes, had 
crossed the frontier, and with the fierceness of hell- 
hounds let loose, were already sweeping the valley of 
that peaceful-flowing nvex which wound below the 
great Ch&teau de S4v^ac. 

War I War! WAR I 

The girl, pale and excited, held her breath as she 
placed her thin, trembling fingers upon the handle of 
the door of that room wherein her mother sat in calm 
Ignorance of the awful truth. 

War! War! WAR I 

And Edmond, the man whom she loved, the man 
whose last final kiss she still felt upon her brow, had 
marched into Li6ge with his regiment, to face the 
treacherous Germans, to fight for home and freedom, 
and to stem the great on^ming Teuton tide. 

Should she tell the Baroness the truth ? 

For a second the girl, pale with agitation, heatated. 
The awtulness of swdi sudden news might unnerve 
her. She had a weak heart. 

No. She woi^d conceal her knowledge of the 
awful fact. 

She drew a deq> breath and, opoung the door» 
entered smiling, es she exdmmed witiii a wbndestfuQy 
careless and nonchalant air ; 
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“ Oh I the man only wants to talk to father on 
business. I told him he would be here to-night to 
dinner,” 


CHAPTER VI 

IK THS TBEK0HS3 BEFOBB Ll£OE 

At that same moment when Aimde had listened to 
the dread news over the tdephone, Edmond Valentin, 
in the uniform of a aous-oj^ier of Chasseuis-d.-pied, 
in his heavy dark-green overcoat and peaked shako, 
with his bul^g haversack upon his back, was kneel- 
ing in a hastfly dug trench ^ng steadily across the 
broad sunlit river, which lay deep in its valley. 

On the opposite bank ran the railway from Li^ge, 
across the Dutdi frontier to Maastricht, and from 
beyond the line there appeared dl along, for miles, 
light pufis of smoke which betrayed the position of 
the enemy, vdio had crossed those picturesque green 
hills of the frontier, and who Were endeavouring to 
force a passage across the Meuso. 

On the right, over the hills where the river wound, 
could be heard the loud tt>ar of the Goman guns 
which had beoi brought up against U^ge, while from 
the left came tim ^;^nal rattle of the machine-guns. 
In that trench, ^>efore which the river and the canal ran 
pmalld, the men on either side of Edmond uttered 
no word. They were rilent, firing with r^ularity, 
fasdnated by the nord scene. M<»t of thbn h^ 
played tiie war-game at the annual immmuvres, whoi 
one stood up in trenches and lau^ied in the face of 
Uaok cartridge;, > 'fat hetm was real war. Alrea^ 
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more thau one of their comrades had f^en on their 
faces struck by German bullets, and not far away a 
shell had just burst behind one of their machuie- 
guns. 

The din and rattle of it all struck a strange, uncanny 
note upon that quiet countryside. 

For nearly half an hour El^ond had been plugging 
away with bis men, when of a sudden a machine-gun 
section ran up dose to them. Room was made in 
the trench, and the gun, carried in parts by half a 
dozen sturdy soldiers, was quickly assembled. 

Then, the belt of cartridges having been adjusted, 
at the word of command the temble engine of destruc- 
tion suddenly spat its hail of death across the nver. 

The onderofficter with the gun laughed gaily to 
Edmond, saying in Flemish * 

“ Our friends yonder will not like this — eh ? ” 

“ Oy hebt gdyJc ” (you are right), laughed Edmond. 
“ But see over there I What is that smoke ; there — 
away to the left ? ” 

“ That is Vis4,” was the reply, shouted above the 
rattle of the machine-gun. " The enemy must have 
set the place on fire — the brutes I Look I ’* 

And as both watched they saw a great column of 
black smoke rising slow^ into the clear, cloudless 
sky. 

“ If they cross at the bridge there they wiirhave 
the road open to them to Tongres and St. Trond — 
the main road to Brussels. 1 suppose we are defmiding 
it,’^ said the (mdero/fieier, a man with a red moustadie. 

“ Ja / Let’s hope so,” said Edmond, raising his 
Blauser rifie medianically again, and disch^r^g the 
five cartridges from its magazine. 

At that instant the trench was saddcaly^ by 
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a perfect ha3 of lead from across the nver, while 
from over the heights beyond came a Taube aero- 
plane, which noisily buzzed as it rose higher and 
higher, and' then, out of range, made a complete circle, 
in order to reconnoitre the defenders' position. 
Dozens of men in the trenches raised their nfles and 
fired at it. But it had already risen high out of harm’s 
way, and gaily it circled round and round over the 
line of the Meuse, noting all the Belgian positions on 
the north bank of the river, and signalling to the 
enemy from time to time. 

The spot where Edmond was stationed with his 
regiment was situated about eight miles from Li^, 
and one from Yis6. Just to his right was a bridge, 
which the Belgians had not destroyed, and which 
the enemy were now protecting from destruction by 
means pe^iar to the “ Monde beasts ” of the Kaiser. 

Flac^ upon it were two big fumltuie-vans, which 
had heea hastily daubed in the Belgian colours — 
red, black, and ydlow. And these were filled with 
Belgian soldiers, prisoners in German hands. By 
adopting these dastardly methods, they knew that the 
defoiders would not shdl the bridge and destroy it. 

Edmond’s re^mesit did not present any picture of 
nniformity. Some , men at^t him were dressed in 
the milit^ fiatiuon of thirty years ago— capi with 
aionnous peaks, and tride-fiowing capes coving 
green and yellow imiforms— while othm, including 
himsdf, were in the dark-great modem unifrom whidi 
has latdy beoi adopted, and had beat served out to 
thote who bad faurrie^y r^dned the colours. While 
the enemy were all in the new smice kit of ^^eemsh- 
gKey do^, which at a distance, was exceedingly 
difMt to heavy leather boots 
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reaching half-way up fchdr calves — the Belgians 
marched in garments of all colomrs, from the sombre 
black of the carabineers to the bright amaranthe and 
green of the Guides. 

In war some curious sights are seen in the trenches. 
Close to where Valentin was crouching there knelt 
a snuut lancer, with a basket containing carrierr 
pigeons strapped to his back like a knapsack. Amid 
the roar and din the poor birds fluttered about rest- 
lessly inside their cage, eager to escape to their homes. 
But if the brave little Bei^an nation lacked umforms 
and accoutrements, it never lacked courage. All was 
a hubbub of hope, and a talk of victory. 

“ A bos ha Alboehea > ” “ Vtve la guerre ! ” had been 
shouted from Ostend to Givet, and the spirits of the 
nation — soldiers and dvihans alike — ^were of the 
highest, for now that England had declared war, 
Belgium was fighting the battles of two great nations, 
France and Britain. 

Both French and Britidi soldiers would soon come 
to their aid, if they could only hold out. 

They will never silen(% our forts at Li^ge,** de- 
clared the lancer with the pigeons. But just as he 
uttered the words, Edmond Valentin heard a sound 
like the shrill yell of a sm^H dog in the distance, and 
the next second there occurred near them a terriflc 
explosion. 

Hie deadly Gennaa artillery were getting the 
range 1 

Again and again came the familiar yell, folliowed 
by the inevitable crash. A dozen or so men were 
lying about him, shattered, dead, or dying. > 

But the pom-pom continued to deal deatli,slacfcai- 
Ingonly now and then when a fresh bdt was adjusted. 
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Adding to the roar of heavy guns, and quite close to 
them, lay the hidden fort of Pontisse, while forts 
Barchon, Evegnte, and Fleron, on the heights across 
the river, rtrere thundering and dealing death in the 
enemy’s ranks. Behind them, to the left, lay three 
other forts — ^Liers, Lanlin, and Loncin — defending 
the city of Li£ge, and forming a further portion of 
the ring. 

Time after time their huge guns roared, and the 
very earth quaked. Time after time the enemy 
across the river were decimated by the terrible 
fire. 

Then, every now and then, the ear was deafened 
by the loud cracklmg of musketry, which sounded 
like the loading of granite blocks into a cart. They 
were of two pitches, the deeper from the rifles of the 
infantry, and the shaiper from the cavalry carbines. 
And altove it all — above the constant explosions of 
shrapnel — sounded the regular pom-pom-pom-pom, 
steady as the tick of a rapid clockwork motor — adding 
to the deadly fire now sweeping the valley for nearly 
twenty miles, 

Edmond, quite cool and determined, lay there 
firing away in the direction of the little puffs of grey 
smoke^ which were hardly distinguishable bdiind the 
distant railway line. It was his first eiqierience of 
being under and alter ihe first few minutes be 
grew quite unconcerned, eten though he saw that 
many of hjs oomiades had, alas I b^ bowled over. 
The primeval fury the zoal^ beast b^t on fighting, 
which seizes evoy man who is called upon to d^end 
his life, had also sdzed him. 

*' They say that the I^ch will be at Ll^ 

night;” za&ariced the vnicroffdef with the nd 
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moustache, in charge of the machine-gun. “ If they 
are, we will teach those German brutes a lesson. 
We wiD ” 

Next mstant he reeled and fell forward upon his 
face. A bullet entering his jaw had passed through 
his head, carrying with it a large piece of his skull. 
Death had been instantaneous. With hope of victory 
upon his lips the brave fellow had passed, in a smgle 
second, into that land which lies beyond the human 
ken. 

The four Chasseurs serving the gun stopped and 
turned him over, but saw at once that he no longer 
lived. 

A few seconds later Edmond heard sharp words of 
command from his lieutenant, who had crawled along 
to him, and in obedience he ceased firmg his Mauser, 
took the dead man’s place and assumed charge of 
the machine-gun, which, within another half-mmute, 
was contmumg its work, while the body of the onder- 
officier was dragged aside. 

“ Curse the grey devils 1 They shall pay for that 1 ” 
cried one of the men fiercely. 

Just then, however, there came a lull in the firing. 
The shells had ceased, and the enemy was slackening 
in his attack all along the line. 

Was the fight subsidmg^ 

A dull, distant roar was heard from Boncelles, 
where the steel cupolas were rising, and the big guns 
hurlmg death at the grey hordes of the Kauer, and 
then disappearing. Then silence. 

Suddenly another loud crackling of rifles, mid again 
Edmond’s pom-pom recommenced its rapid rhytl^c 
^ttle. 

liore Mausers (mcklmg, the shrill yell of a she!} 

S 
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passing over them, and then a blood-red explosion 
some distance behmd them. 

Another shouted word of command, and the whole 
line of rifles were again discharged. It seemed almost 
as a signal for the fight to recommence, for next 
moment the attack was renewed with redoubled 
vigour. 

The short, sharp reports of the enemy’s artillery 
reverberated along the valley, and shells were now 
exploding unpleasantly near the trenches. 

“ I thought they had had enough,” growled one of 
the men to Edmond, m French, ” but it seems they 
haven’t. Rten, we will show the Kaiser and his 
brigands that we mean defiance. See, over there, 
m’sieur 1 They are bummg Yis^, and Argenteau 
too 1 I lived m Vis^ when a boy. My sister is there 
now — unless she has escaped mto Holland. I pray 
to God the poor girl has done so.” 

” I sincerely hope she has,” Edmond declared. 
” It surely is no place for a woman down yonder.” 

” Ah, mon xneux, they’ve been killmg women and 
children, the savages,” growled another man with set 
teeth, as he took out a fresh belt of cartridges. “ I 
heard so as we came along from Li6ge. But I can’t 
believe it to be true. Tl^e Germans are surely not 
savages, but a cultured ra(%.” 

” Culture 1 ” snapped the first man, a somewhat 
rough, uncouth fellow, plsmly of the peasant class. 
” If they were cultured, as it is said, they would not 
burn those undefended villages yonder, and massacre 
the inhabitants as they are doing. It is horrible — 
awful I ” 

” Ah, but the massacres are only be^rsay,” Edmopd 
remarked. 
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“ No. One man, an eye-witness, has escaped from 
Visd, He swam the river, told the terrible truth, 
and the report was telephoned this morning to 
Brussels I overheard our captain tell the major 
as we were on the march here. The Germans have 
shot down dozens of men and women, and even little 
children. Some of them have been deliberately 
burned alive in their homes. That, m’sieur, is the 
way Germany makes wa^l But surely that is not 
war — it IS savage butchery, m’sieur. Culture, bah I ’* 

And the man bent agam to his gun. 

Could those brave Belgians have seen what was, at 
that moment, happenmg m those unoffending villages 
about them, they would surely have left their trenches 
and, even regardless of the pitiless fire of the enemy, 
dashed to the rescue of the poor unoffendmg inhabi* 
tants. On that warm, bright sunlit August day, 
whole villages were bemg put to the sword by the 
ruthless soldiery of the Kaiser, upon the flimsy pre- 
text that the villagers, being non-combatants, had 
fired upon the troops. Yet the truth came out that 
such massacres of the mhabitants were actually part 
of the general plan of campaign. The Kaiser had 
ordered those cold-blooded atrocities for purely strate- 
gical considerations. They were not merely the riotous 
and isolated outbursts of maraudmg and buccaneermg 
soldiers, but were ordered by Imperial command. 

Over there, among those green hillsides sloping 
to the river, the Teutonic wave had burst its bounds. 
Fiendish tortures were bemg mflicted on helpless old 
men, women, and children. Peaceful villagers were 
hanged to trees, sometimes stark naked, and their 
bodies riddled by bullets. Innocent children were 
savagely sabred by German officers who, only a weel( 
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before, 'were strutting in civilised drawing-rooms, 
the scented and elegant darlings of the ladies of 
Berlm. 

At that hour, while Edmond Valentin crouched 
beside his ct'wly acquired pom-pom, pourmg a deadly 
fire away across the river, there were bemg enacted 
scenes of outrage, plunder, and massacre too terrible 
even to bear description^ — scenes in which blood- 
guilty ruffians of the great War Lord of Germany 
performed their grun and terrible work, a work so 
dastardly and inhuman as to have no parallel ; atro- 
cious acts actually ordered by the officers themselves, 
and which would for ever be handed do'wn m history 
as an indelible blot upon the escutcheon of those 
blasphemous and barbarous brigands who loved to 
call their country the Fatherland. 

That strip of green, smilmg, undulating country 
between the German frontier and the Meuse, dotted 
by small prosperous villages, many of them filled 
by factory-han^ and work-people, was that day swept 
by the fierce fiery hurricane of war, and so suddenly 
had it all come upon them that most of the people 
had not had time to realise what war meant ere they 
found the swaggermg Uhlans clattering up the streets, 
shouting at and msultmg,the mhabitants, shooting 
down men, women, and children, and laughing 
heartily at the panic which their appearance 
caused. 

From where Edmond Valentin was posted he could 
only see the columns of black smoke as it rose steadily 
from the farms and villages now burning in all direc- 
tions. He, like nearly ev^one else, disbeheved the 
stories of murder and mutilatbn, for they were really 
incredible. Surely the Kaiser would never treat 
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little Belgium in such a manner after his Empire 
solemnly guaranteeing its neutrality I 

If so, of what use were treaties ? Why should any- 
body’s signature be honoured further, either in busi- 
ness or m social life ? 

Bang ! There was a blood-red flash, the air was 
filled with blue-grey smoke and a poisonous odour 
which made one’s eyes smart For a second, Edmond 
was staggered by the terrible force of the concussion, 
for he had been dealt a blow from behmd which sent 
him reclmg forward heavily. The air was filled with 
flying fragments, and he held his breath. It was as 
though an earthquake had occurred. 

Then, when the smoke cleared, he saw a dozen of 
his comrades lying shattered about him, including 
two of the men at his gun. Not far away the 
scorched grass had been tom up, and a great hole 
showed in the brown earth. 

He set his teeth, and bent over the two &]len men. 
One had been wounded m the stomach by a fragment 
of the shell, and was writhing on the ground m his 
death agony, uttermg fearful curses upon the enemy 
and the Kaiser in particular ; while the other, after 
a final convulsive shudder which shook his whole 
frame and told its own tale to anybody who had 
been under fire m battle, fumed slowly over and then 
lay quite still. 

The shell alas 1 had only been too truly placed, 
for not only were a dozen brave fellows lymg shat- 
tered, but a splinter had also struck the breech 
of Edmond’s gun, and it bad jammed in con- 
sequence. 

When serving before with the Chasseurs he had been 
in charge of a madbine-gun, and hence was thorou^ly 
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familiar with its mechanism. Therefore, quite 
calmly, as though no fight were in progress, he quickly 
unscrewed the parts, discovered that a pin was bent 
and knocked it straight, and within five minutes 
the pom-pom was agam pouring forth, its ram of 
lead sweeping to and fro across the railway line 
opposite. 

Suddenly, with a roar and flash, another earth- 
quake occurred. The air instantly became filled with 
black acrid smoke and flying fragments of shell from 
one of the enemy’s howitzers beyond the hills, and 
at that moment the trench became a perfect inferno, 
for deadly shells were falling upon it, and dozens of 
Edmond’s comrades were being maimed or killed on 
every hand. 

As the smoke cleared slightly he bent agam to sight 
the gun, when his eye caught the bridge below, 
whereon the dastardly enemy had placed that van- 
load of brave Belgians as a parti-coloured screen. 

Just as he looked, he saw a shell, fired deliberately 
by a German gunner, stnke the van, explode, and 
next second there remained only a heap of wreckage, 
among which the twenty poor fellows who had been 
imprisoned in it were lying heaped, dead and dying, 
some of them shattered out of all recognition. 

" The murderers I " cried Edmond, while his men, 
who also noticed what had happened, loudly cursed 
the ruthless barbarians with whom they now found 
themselves confronted 

Bang! The explosion was deafening. Edmond 
again felt tb^ concussion where he was crouching. 
It knocked his shako aside, and for a second he 
believed he had been hit Yet, by a miiade, he was 
unharmed. 
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Next second an order was shouted — the order to 
retire 1 

The Germans, now using their artillery and shelling 
the Belgian trenches, were advancing. They were 
crossing the bridge below, and a pontoon section had 
already begun its work under fire. 

Bang I Bang I Bang 1 

Shells were falling thickly now. Their defence 
had, alas 1 been all in vain. Edmond heard the 
order shouted in Flemish 

“ VlvM ! Vlucht ' ” shouted the lieutenant. Ed- 
mond stood for a second like a man in a dream. The 
earth everywhere was being whipped by bullets. 

Then he directed his men to dismantle the gun and, 
two others helping, each quickly shouldenng a piece, 
the little party made off with the Chasseurs over the 
crest of the hill and down the other side, leaving 
behind them, alas I many hundreds of their poor 
comrades. 

Bang I Yet another shell fell, rending a great 
hole in the trench at the very spot where, oiJy a few 
moments before, Edmond Valentin’s gun had been 
standing. 


CHAPTER VII 
or XEO! BAOZiB’S claws 

Two days later the Sixth Brigade, to which the 
Eighth Chasseurs belonged, had been chnstened by 
the men “The Flying Column,” for it had been 
designed to support the other brigades in action. 
Since their retreat from the Meuse, Edmond Valentin 
had marched with his regiment hither and thither; 
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marched until he was footsore, with few intervals 
of rest, sometimes engaging the enemy, and then 
moving forward again to some new position, blindly, 
but with the knowledge that it was upon some 
general, previously conceived plan. 

War IS truly a strange experience. The mere man 
in the fighting-line shoots in a trench, lies low, smokes 
a cigarette and chafis hia comrades, shoots again, 
then advances— or retreats, as the case may be. 
Rumours pass from mouth to mouth of success or 
of defeat ; he knows not which is the truth. Retire 
or advance, what does it matter 1 It one retires it 
IS for strategic purposes ; if one advances it does not 
mean victory. Edmond Valentin, eous-offieter of 
infantry, was but a mere little pawn in that colossal 
game of world-power. 

They had made a great detour around Li^ge, 
behind the forts of Lanlm, Loncin, and H^malle, 
and as the fighting had now become intense near Fort 
Boncelles, they had been called up to assist the at- 
tacked bngade. 

It was mght when they reached the little village 
of Esneux, prettily situated on the nver. On the 
previous day the place had been occupied by the 
Germans under Von Emmich, but the big guns from 
Boncelles had been turned upon them, and the 
Bavarians had been compelled to evacuate the place, 
not, however, before they had driven out the poor 
frightened inhabitants and sacked it. But the heavy 
shell-fire from the Bonc^es fort had wrecked the 
town and set fire to it, so that when the Chasseurs 
arrived they found it only a heap of still noaoking 
ruins. 

About nine o’clock that evening Edmond’s company 
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took up a position in a dark wood close to an old 
ruined cMteau above the bumt-out village, but 
presently, with about thirty others, he was ordered 
out to the edge of the wood where the highroad ran 
to Li6ge. Once there, every one of them was left 
to his own thoughts, and Edmond, having fixed his 
gun in position in a ditch well covered behind a waU| 
sat back with his men, lit a cigarette and refiected. 

He was thinking of Aim6e, as he thought of her 
always every hour, wondenng whether she had fied 
from Belgium, now that invasion was an accom- 
plished fact. That day the wildest rumours had 
reached them — rumours of German successes every- 
where, save at Lidge. It was declared, from mouth 
to mouth, that the French had been driven back all 
along the line, and that the enemy were already 
marching through Holland on to Antwerp — German- 
made lies which were, later on, proved to have been 
circulated to create pamc. 

As they waited there, gazing anxiously across the 
river where blood-red glares showed away in the 
distance — ^farms and homesteads fired deliberately by 
the Uhlans — the moon rose brightly m the clear sky. 
Now and then could be heard the distant rumble of 
heavy artillery, while at mfrequent intervals the forts 
of Embourg across the ri^r and Boncelles on their 
left roared forth, showing sharp, angry flashes m the 
night. 

Close by where Edmond had taken up his position 
was a snaall stone-built hut, roofless and in r uins ; 
but upon its walls he noticed that a big white papa 
had been pasted 

He strode up to it, and in the moonlight examin^ 
it. The poster was one of the enemy’s prodaniationp 
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It was a proclamation which was now posted 
everywhere, not only in the districts occupied by 
the Germans, but it had also been secretly affixed to 
walls by spies m Li4ge, Louvain, Charleroi, and even 
in Brussels itself. By it, the Germans were hoping to 
secure the allegiance of the Belgian people. 

While this proclamation expressed regret that the 
German troops found themselves obliged to cross the 
Belgian frontier, it pointed out that only necessity 
compelled them to do so because French officers had 
violated Belgian territory by crossing from France 
into Germany by motor-cars. A poor excuse surely 
for the burning and sacking of all those little un- 
defended frontier towns — ^Vis6, Argenteau, Soumagne, 
Poulseur, and the rest. 

'* BcIgiAns ' " it went on " It is our great desire that there 
may still be means to avoid a combat between two peoples 
who were friends until now, and were formerly even allies 
Remember the glorious day of Waterloo, where fought the 
German armies who contributed to found and establish the 
mdependence and prosperity of your country. 

"But we must have an open road. Any destruction of 
bridges, tunnels, or railways must be regarded as hostile 
actions. Belgians, it is for you to choose 1 

" 1 hope, then, that the German army of the Meuse will 
not be compelled to wage war with you. An open way to 
attack those who wish to att%ck us . that is all we desire. 

" I give these formal guarantees to the Belgian population 
that it will suffer nothing from the horrors of war , that we 
will pay in gold for the provisions that we find necessaiy to 
take from your country ; that our soldiers will show them- 
selves to be the beat friends of a people for whom we 
chensh the highest esteem and the greatest sympathy. 

" By your wisdom and patriotism, which we fully recog> 
Oise, your countn* will be spared the borrora of war. 

" General Conunander-in-Chief of the Army of the Meuse, 


"Von Bmifcii." 
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And yet the poor inhabitants of Vis^ had been 
outraged and shot by the Kaiser’s unrestrained 
savages ! In all those villages lying across the npp- 
Img Ourthe and the broad Meuse, the treatment of 
the inoffensive civilians had been ruthless and merci- 
less. Removal from the face of the earth — a favourite 
phrase of the Germans themselves — ^was, from the 
first, the invader’s idea of how best to deal with the 
unarmed, unoffending villagers, the only cnme of 
whose hard-working people was that they had fallen 
in the path of the blasphemous Prussian militansm. 

A private who was reading the proclamation re- 
marked to Edmond : 

" What tnckery — eh ? I hear that the Uhlans 
yesterday shot the Burgomaster of Esneux, over 
yonder, and propped his body against a wall all day 
as a warning — because he had earned a revolver. 
Thirty men were afterwards shot in the Place without 
any tnal whatever, and women and children were 
outraged and bayoneted and their bodies flung into 
the nver. Our women, they say, are being treated 
infamously, and all the possessions of the villagers 
are being destroyed. May God curse those Germans I ” 
Yes,” replied the eoua-qfficier, and as he turned 
away with a sigh a red light behind the hill gradually 
appeared, and then quickly grew brighter. ” There 
is another village on fire, over there. I suppose the 
Uhlans will drive our people to reprises so that 
excuse for further crusty may be found.” 

” And yet they post up this proclamation I ” cried 
the man in Flemish, and with the point of his bayonet 
he succeeded in tearing holes in the notice, and 
eventually mutilated and obliterated it, saying : 

“ Death to the Alboches 1 Death to the Kaisex’s 
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murdereTS and brigands t After all, the Emperor 
who makes war upon women and children is only a 
brigand, just like those m Sicily. Surely a pnze 
should be offered lor his head 1 ” 

Just as the man spoke they both saw, in the distance, 
sudden little red flashes, which told that the troops 
were vomiting death upon the enemy again, so they 
dashed back to their ditch, w hil e in the trees above 
them could already be heard the “ phit ” of the 
enemy’s bullets as they struck the branches. 

Ere a few moments the order was given to fire, and 
quickly Edmond’s pom-pom again began its regular 
spitting of death, whilst on the flank their invisible 
batteries also opened fire with destructive shrapnel. 

The night grew darker, and the moon became, for 
a time, obscured behind a bank of swiftly-dnfting 
cloud. In the distance the fires lit up the battle 
scene with a red, simster glare, while, far away upon 
the hills on the nght, could be seen moving masses 
of Belgian soldiers, a Dantean vision of hell, and 
whilst the men lay in their shallow ditch finng away 
with monotonous regularity, bullets were whisthng 
past, stnking the trees, or ^ttemng themselves with 
muffled noise in the earth. 

The fight was a hot one. ^ In front were the imllions 
of the Kaiser, oncoming like a great irresistible tide, 
yet the gallant little Belgian army, which for years 
had been jeered at by every Frenchman, soldier or 
civilian, as a conuc-opera force, were defending their 
country in a manner so patriotic and desperate that 
it held the whole worid in surpnse. 

Confronted by a big and arrogant Empire, which 
for years had laid its cunnmgly-devised plots for 
f^heir destruction, the Belpan army stood unde^unted, 
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and meant to strive on and defend then soil until 
France and Great Bntain could come to their aid. 

That the Germans should never take Belgium had 
been resolved m the hearts of all King Albert’s 
subjects, Vkhile His Majesty himself, in the umform 
of a private of infantry, was daily in the trenches, 
and often spoke qmet, homely words of encourage- 
ment to private and general alike. The whole army 
knew how, two days before, he had been in the 
trenches at Herstal, and had given private soldiers 
cigarettes with his own hands. In some cases he had 
not, at first, been recogmsed, dressed in a shabby, 
dusty uniform, just like themselves. 

But he was a king — a king eventually without a 
country — and his name will for ever go down in 
history as a wonderful example of sclf-demtS, personal 
bravery, and of human sympathy with his crushed 
and desolated nation. 

Suddenly, while Edmond was commanding his gun, 
a shrapnel burst just behmd him. A bullet struck 
his water-bottle, and a splinter passmg through it 
the water ran out down his leg. But at the same 
moment another bullet struck m the head a man to 
whom he was giving an order and he fell heavily 
forward on his face — dead^ 

In a moment the place seemed swept by lead. 
Two or three shells fell in quick succession, the enemy 
havmg apparently advanced to a long copse just 
across the river-bsink. 

“ The brutes have occupied Esneux agam, I be- 
lieve,” remarked a man close by. 

Away on the crest of one of the hills a small but 
very bright light showed. It was flashing in Morse 
pode. A signaller quite near read it aloud. 
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“ The enemy I ” he shouted. “ The message is in 
German I ” 

Yet they still plugged away with their rifles, un- 
daunted at the enemy’s advance. The forts were 
speaking more f]:equently now, and contmually the 
very earth trembled beneath the great crashes of 
modem artillery of the Brailmont system of defence. 

Along that dark Ime of low hills was seen constant 
flashing in the blackness ; storm clouds had arisen to 
obscure the moon, and ram was now threatenmg. 
The whole sky was now a deep, angry red, with 
patches of crimson heightening and dymg down — ^the 
reflections of the mfemo of war. The noise was 
deafenmg, and on every hand the gallant defenders 
were sustaming heavy losses. 

Of a sudden, before indeed they were aware of it, 
the whole edge of the wood became lit up by an 
mtense white brilliance, so dazzlmg that one could 
not discern anythmg m front. A thousand head- 
lights of motor-cars seemed to be there focussed mto 
one. The Germans had turned one of their great 
field searchlights upon them, and a second later 
shells fell and burst m all directions m the vicmity. 

Handicapped by want of such modem appliances, 
the Belgians were unable Jto retaliate. They could 
only remam there, m the actual zone of the enemy’s 
pitiless fire. Dozens of brave men fell shattered or 
dead amid that awful whirlwmd of bullets and frag- 
ments of steel, as slowly the long ray of intense light 
moved along the Ime, searching for its prey, followed 
by the enemy’s artillery which never failed to keep 
up a pitiless, reVntless fire, with wonderful accumcy 
for a night ^gagement. 

IVom end to end swept that white line of brilliancy ; 
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then slowly — very slowly — came back again, cans 
ing the men to he flat upon their stomachs and wait 
in breathless anxiety until it had passed. Time aftei 
time that long, shallow trench which was, after all, 
only a ditch, for no opportunity had been afforded 
for military engineering — was swept by both light and 
fire from end to end, and each time Edmond’s com- 
rades were bemg placed hors de combat. That the 
situation was critical, he knew. Yet not a smgle 
man stood dismayed. Their Mausers crackled with 
just the same regularity, and, thanks to the fine 
spirit of his men, his pom-pom contmued to rain 
lead upon the trenches of Von Emmich’s walls of 
men across the river. 

At last the “ retire ” was sounded. The position 
had by this time |become quite untenable. Edmond 
Valentm bit his nether hp. The same order always. 
They retired, but never advanced. For them, the 
Teuton tide seemed utterly overwhelmmg. Yet their 
spirit was never broken. The Belgian is ever an 
optimist. 

Surely Belgium would never fall beneaththe Kaiser’s 
rule, to be ground imder his iron heel and smashed 
by that “mailed fist’’ which had so long been the 
favourite joke of the great caricaturists of Europe. 

Impossible I 

With alacrity the Maxim was dismounted, and 
With calm orderliness the retirement was commenced 
at a moment when that annoying searchlight had 
turned its attention to the right flank, and the great 
white beam lay full upon it. 

They were to with^w towards Li^ge, first retiring 
into the wood. 

“ Wat ziiUen toy doen f *’ (what is to be done t) 
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asked one of Edmond’s men in Flemish — th6 thick- 
set man who had read the proclamation. 

“ Our general knows best, my comrade,” Edmond 
reassured him in his own language. “ This may be 
only a strategic move. We shall sweep them off our 
soil before long — depend upon it.” 

“ Gy hebt gelyk ” (You are right), muttered the man, 
pantmg beneath his load — ^the barrel of the Maxim 
strapped across his shoulder. 

“ Ik stem geheel met U ” (I quite agree with you), 
murmured another of the men m his soft, musical 
Flemish. “ We will never surrender to those brig- 
ands 1 Never, while there is breath left in us. They 
are assassms, not soldiers I *• 

They marched forward along the wide, dark, dusty 
road, safe from the enemy’s fire at that point because 
of the rising ground between them and the wmdmg, 
peaceful valley of the Ourthe. 

In their faces stood Li^ge, five miles distant. 
They were moving forward, still in high spirits 
Many of the men were whistling to themselves as they 
marched, sturdy and undaunted. The Eighth Chas- 
seurs was one of the first regiments of King Albert, 
all men of splendid bravery, and of finer physique 
than the average Belgian. 

From Li^ge came still*the continuous boom of 
artillery, for the forts untaken were keepmg up a 
regular fire, and the enemy, it was known, were sus- 
taining terrible losses both night and day. 

The forts, bmlt in a nng in the environs of the 
city, were s afe enough. But not so the town. Hie 
Germans, aided by their swarms of spies in the place, 
had made a dozen attempts to take it during the 
past forty-eight hours, but bad always been repulsed, 

r 



82 . AT SIGN OF THE SWORD 

They had resorted to every ruse. One party of 
Germans had dressed themselves in British uniforms 
— -whence they obtained them nobody has ever 
known — and on entenng the town were at once wel- 
comed enthusiastically as allies. But, fortunately, 
the ruse was discovered when one was overheard to 
speak in German, and all were promptly shot. Then 
another party appeared as Belgian Red Cross men, 
and they, on being discovered to be enemies, shared 
a similar fate ‘ they were shot in the Place Cockerill. 
The Germans had requested an armistice for twenty- 
four hours to bury their dead. This, however, was 
refused, because it was well known that the big Krupp 
ho-witzers — “ the German surpnse to Europe ” — 
were being brought up, each drawn by forty horses, 
and that the cessation of hostilities asked for was 
really craved in order to gain time to get these pon- 
derous engines of destruction into position. 

As they were marching, the moon again shone out 
over the doomed city of Li^ge, when of a sudden 
Edmond saw over it, in the sky, three black points 
which immediately changed into a light cloud, and 
soon flames were rising from the town. The Germans 
were now firing petrol -shells upon the place 1 

They gained a small village called Angleur, a quaint 
little whitewashed place, 'over which shot and shell 
had swept for the past thr^ days, until the villagers 
now took no notice. Here generous hearts offered 
comfort to the tired soldiers, jugs of fresh milk and 
bread were brought out though it was the mii^e 
of the night. 

But they had no time to accept those gifts. 

Presently they met some terrified people— men, 
women, and children— fie^g from outside li^ge. 
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carrying bundles, all they could save from their 
'wrecked homes. 

“ The Germans are in the wood 1 ” they cned. 

Before them lay a blazing village 

Edmond’s captain gave an order to halt, and they 
drew up. Then they saw the disappearance into the 
red furnace of entire compames, and soon afterwards 
the stretchers and ambidance corps following each 
other in quick succession told them of the splendid 
heroism of their glorious defenders. 

Again they went forward, every man’s mouth 
hard-set and determined, yet in some cases 'with a 
gnm joke upon their lips, for they resolved to defend 
the lives of their dearly-loved ones, and to account 
for as many of the enemy as they could. 

“ For God and Belgium 1 ” shouted one man, a 
stout private from Malines, who had lost his shako 
and his kit. 

Then they all ran to death with but little hope 
left in them. Such an illustration of bravery bad 
been rare in this present century. 

The remembrance of the Almighty, shouted by 
that fat pnvate, had an effect upon the religious men 
in the ranks, ofiScers and pnvates alike, and in that 
red glare of war, 'with blood showmg in the very sky, 
they dashed on 'with rented hope and a spint of 
splendid patnotism unbroken. 

They took cover in an orchard and, pulling down 
the hedges frantically, soon saw, descending from the 
hill on their right, the batteries and remains of their 
own much^tested regiments. 

Stretchers were taken up to the woods on the left, 
and soon came down again with the wounded. Ed- 
mond’s " Flying Column ” was protecting the trans- 
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port of these “ braves,” but an order was shouted 
that they had to withdraw away up on to the plateaux. 
Then they rushed to the fort of Flemalle, where they 
took up fighting positions. But the Germans did 
not want to make another attempt The mission of 
the Eighth Chasseurs was over. Three hours later 
they moved forward again. The forts would now 
defend their position in the campaigmng army. 

Such was a typical night of the defence of Li6ge. 


CHAPTER VIII 

THE DOUBLE FACE 

At the Chdteau de S4v6rac the hot, fevered da3rs were 
passing but slowly. 

Aim^ and the Baroness were still there, and now 
they had been joined by the Baron, who had in 
Brussels been assured that the enemy would respect 
the houses of the rich, and that at his splendid home, 
perched high on that rock above the Meuse, they 
would have nothing to fear. Rigaux, indeed, had 
declared to his fnend that at the chfiteau they would 
be far safer than in any of the towns, which might 
be invested or bombarded — safer even than in Brussels 
itself. 

Hence they had remained there, full of hourly 
anxiety as to what really would be the outcome of 
it all. 

The Baron de Neuville had suggested that his wife 
and Aim4e should flee to England. But while Aim4e 
felt that so long as she remained in Bdgium she 
might at least have a chance of seeing Eldmond very 
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soon, the Baroness, on her part, refused to leave her 
husband’s side, while he, in his responsible position 
as financial adviser to the Government, could not 
leave Belgium. 

From time to time they received scraps of terrify- 
ing news over the telephone from Brussels. Aimte, 
indeed, each hour rang up her father’s secretary m 
Brussels, and listened to the latest news from the 
scene of the fighting. 

But, alas 1 it was a tale of repeated disaster, 
until she became sick at heart. Of the whereabouts 
of the Eighth Chasseurs she could glean nothmg. 
She had heard nothmg whatsoever of them smee 
they passed through Li4ge on their way to the 
front. For aught she knew, they might have shared 
the same fate as that of other regiments, or been 
swept out of existence by the terrible fire of the 
enemy’s machme-guns. 

Often she would step'out upon the balcony which 
led from her own room and gave such a wonderful 
panorama of river and woods, and there she would 
listen attentively. 

Sometimes she fancied she could hear the far- 
distant boommg of the guns. And yet the world about 
her, warm and sunlit, without a cloud m the brilliant 
summer sky, seemed so very peaceful The birds sang 
memly, and the peasants, undisturbed after the first 
days of war, were now gamermg in the yellow com. 

The first panic of war had passed, and the dull- 
eyed Walloons, who composed the major part of the 
population in that district, clattered along in their 
wooden sabots and declared that the enemy were 
going straight on towards Brussels. would 

never come near them. 
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They were unaware aa yet of the frightful deeds 
being done beyond Li4ge in those warm summer 
days, acts of merciless savagery and every refinement 
of cruelty which degenerate minds, filled with the 
blood-lust of war, could conceive. They knew not 
of the dastardly practice, made by the Kaiser’s 
“ cultured ” troops, of placing before them innocent 
women and children to act as a hvmg screen, m the 
hope that the Allies would not, from motives of 
humanity, fire upon them. 

The whole world was being thrilled and shocked by 
the unspeakable acts of these blonde beasts who, at 
the behest of their arrogant Kaiser, had simply 
become hordes of savages, and whose atrocious acts 
could only be compared with those of the troops of 
African wilds. But in Belgium little was known of 
it all, save m the devastated villages themselves, 
and by M. Carton de Wiart, the Mmister of Justice 
in Brussels, who was preparing an official report to 
present to the Powers. 

The hideous atrocities perpetrated during that 
bloody fortnight, from August 6th to the 20th, 
durmg which the country north of Li^ge was being 
swept by fire and sword, were bemg hidden from the 
gallwt little nation. > 

In the great high>up Chftteau de S^vdrac they only 
knew of them by rumour, and whenever Aim^ 
told what she had heard over the telephone to her 
father sitting there so grave and morose, he always 
shook his head and declared that they were only 
wild rumours. 

“ The German soldien are civilised. They do not 
shoot women, my dear girl,*' he would always dedare. 
The true stories of the Kaiser’s ** fri^tful examples ” 
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— ^which his bloody Majesty himself admitted — had 
not yet been told. The Baron and his family did not 
know how, at Aerschot, the male inhabitants who 
crossed their thresholds were seized and shot under 
the eyes of their wives and children ; how poor M. 
Thielemans, the Burgomaster, and his fifteen-year- 
old son, with a dozen prominent citizens, were set 
up agamst a wall and shot, and their bodies cast 
unceremoniously mto a hole. They knew not how 
young girls, and even little children, had been raped 
at Orsmael ; how wounded Belgian soldiers were tied 
to telegraph poles and shot; how, constantly. Red 
Cross waggons bearing doctors and wounded were 
deliberately fired upon ; or how these Teuton apostles 
of kultur ” had actually mounted machme-guns 
in their own Red Cross vans and fired at the unsus- 
pecting 1 Of the awful scenes in St. Trond, Velm, 
and Haelen, rumour only gave the famtest outlme, 
which was dismissed as imaguiary and without 
foundation. 

Alasi 1 however, it was the bitter and terrible truth. 
Abominable deeds were committed not only in those 
places, but at Sempst men had their arms and hands 
cut off ; at Corbeek Loo women and gnls were 
bayoneted ; at Seraing ^he blood-guilty rufBans 
massacred several hundrea people, and in more than 
one village terrified women were made to pass m front 
of machine-guns amid the laughter of the drunken 
German soldiers and their threats to blow them out 
oiexistence at any moment. 

Was it any wonder that many poor wretches went 
stark mad with terror ? 

Over Uiis stricken country, between Li^ge and 
Louvain, towards Brussels, the “Flymg Column** 
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were fighting — struggling along bravely from day to 
day agauist the mosl fearful odds. 

While Aimde sat, hour after hour in silence, watch- ^ 
ing and wondering, Edmond with his Maxim wa‘j 
domg terrible execution. Yet of what use was 
all ? They were being gradually driven back towards 
Brussels, compelled to leave the villagers to their 
fate. 

The roads were crowded by homeless men, women, 
and children, poor wretched people who had watched 
their homes sacked and burnt. For years they had 
been thrifty, and saved until they could live in quiet 
comfort, still workmg hard. Yet m one short fort- 
night all had gone from them ; all they now possessed 
was piled into a wheelbarrow, perambulator, or cart, 
or else carried m a sack upon their backs. 

The scenes on that wide, open mam road leading 
through Louvain and Tirlemont to Brussels, a well- 
kept highway, Imed in places by tall poplars, were 
enough to cause one’s heart to bleed. 

Edmond looked upon them with a sigh. Beneath 
the pitiless sun the never-ceasing crowd moved west- 
ward, driven on by the advancmg German army. 
All sorts of ramshackle vehicles were mixed up in 
the slowly moving mass c^humanity who were tramp- 
mg their way, day and ni^t, on and on to some place 
of safety — ^where, they knew not — Brussels, Antwerp, 
or to Ghent, Ostend, or perhaps the sea. The iron 
of despair was in their souls. 

Such a h uma n tide as this, naturally, hampered 
the Belgian army severely. Weary, footsore, and sad- 
eyed, many old persons fainted by the wayside, and 
those who were friendless were left there to die. 
Everybody was thinking of his or her own family. 
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They had no time for sympathy ivith others.' Most 
of them were dressed in their best clothes — ^in order 
to save them — and all had fearful tales to tell of the 
behaviour of the Uhlans. Many of those poor, red- 
ded, hatless women in black had seen their husbands, 
brothers, sons, or lovers shot down before their eyes. 
Some had been falsely accused of firing at the troops , 
some had simply bera seized by drunken, laughing 
soldiers ; some had been questioned by swaggering 
German officers, others had not. With all, trial or 
no trial, the end was the same — death. 

And their corpses had been left to rot where they 
fell, and the village fired by those little black cubes 
of a higlily infiammable chemical substance, which the 
brutes earned with them for that one purpose. 

The fog of war was over everything. 

“ It IS not warfare, father,” declared Aimde one 
evemng, as she sat with her parents in a big, hand- 
some salon, wherein the last blood-red light of the 
fiery afterglow was fast fading. “ It is massacre. 
They have just told me, over the telephone, of 
fearful things that have happened in Aerschot. The 
Germans have wrecked the b^utiful church, smashed 
the holy statues, desecrated the crucifix, and stabled 
thar horses there. And tl^e are the troops upon 
whom the Kaiser is beseeching God’s blessing. It is 
all too awful for words ! ” 

“Yes, child,” replied the grey-haired Baroness, 
looking up from her embroidery — for in these days 
of excitement she tned to occupy her nund with her 
needlework. “ The Kaiser respects neither the laws 
of nations, nor the laws of Almighty God, Whose aid 
he asks. Bis evil deeds cry aloud to Heaven, and 
to us who. hoxTor-atruck, are watching.” 
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THe Emperor is carrying out the policy, which I 
read yesterday m the Indipendanu, advocated by 
Bismarck,” said the Baron. “ The Iron Chancellor 
laid it down, as a maxim, that true strategy con- 
sisted in hitting the enemy hard, and in inflicting on 
the inhabitants of invad^ towns the maximum of 
suffering, so that they might bring pressure upon 
their Government to discontinue it. He is declared 
to have said * ‘ You must leave the people through 
whom you march only their eyes to weep with ’ ” 

" The inhuman brute I ” ejaculated the Baroness. 
“ But our dear Belgium will never sue for peace.” 

“ Never,” declared the Baron fiercely, rising and 
passing to the window, an erect, refined figure ” We 
have the British on our side They will qmckly wipe 
the Germans from the seas, and then come here to 
our assistance. The speech of Asqmth in the House 
of Commons shows their intentions. Besides, have 
we not Russia — a colossal power in Europe when she 
commences to move ? So we may rest assured that 
for every evil and unwarrantable act committed 
upon our soil, ample vengeance will be exacted 
when the Cossacks are let loose upon our fnends of 
Berlin.” 

“They say that at^^^ge and in other places, 
German spies have b^n discovered,” Aim^ re- 
marked. “I hear that at the entrance to Li6ge, 
the German soldiers were actually met by spies — 
hitherto respectable inhalntants of the place — ^wbo 
acted as their guides through the city, and pointed out 
the principal buildmgs and the residences of the rich.” 

“Exaggerated stories,” declared the Baron. “I 
do not beheve in the existence of German spies in 
Belgium,” 
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“ But they have arrested many both in Brussels 
and Antwerp." 

'v " Spy-mania seems to arise in every war,” was his 
reply. 

"But Germany has been long preparing. Her 
spies are said to be everywhere," declared the girl 
with emphasis. " No game is too low or despicable 
for the enemy to play, it seems." 

At that moment the liveried footman entered and, 
bowing, announced to the Baron 

“ Monsieur Bigaux has arrived ” 

" Ah 1 show him in. He may have news," cried 
his master, eagerly. 

Next moment the thin-faced, dark-haired man, 
weanng a smart grey suit and yellow gloves, came 
forward all smiles and graces, as he bowed low over 
the Baroness’s hand and then over Aim6e’s. 

' " Well, my dear Amaud ? ” the Baron commenced 
anxiously. " What is the latest from the front 7 
Have you motored from Brussels ? " 

" Yes And the news is disquieting— distinctly 
disqmeting. Max, the Burgomaster, is already tak- 
ing precautions in anticipation of the occupation of 
the capital by the enemy. Our troops are evacuating 
the city.” • 

MotW and daughter exchanged glances, both pale- 
faced mid startled at such a turn of events. 

"Then we have again been defeated," exclaimed 
the Baron in a hard voice. 

" It seems so. The news is out that Lidge has 
fallen at last. The forts are silent — ^reduced to 
rublHsh-heaps." 

" Li^ge faJlen 1 ’’ gasped both mother and daughter. 
“ Yes. It seems that several days ago the Getmans 
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brought up some big Knipp howitzers, the secret of 
which has been so admirably kept, and ” 

“ Why do you say so admirably, M’sieur Rigaux ' ” 
interrupted Aim6e quickly. “ Such words would 
make it appear that you admire the Germans ” ' 

The man started. His eyes narrowed, and his 
face assumed a simster look. But only for a second. 
He saw the slip he had made, and hastily cor- 
rected it. 

“My dear Mademoiselle,” he laughed. “Surely 
you cannot suspect me of pro-German sympathies ? 
I hate the Kaiser, and all his abominable works. I 
used the words * admirably kept * because m Ger- 
many they really know how to keep a secret. They 
are not like the English, for example, who will show 
any foreigner of distmction over their latest Dread- 
noughts, or their strongest defences.” 

“ Well, the tone in which you spoke was certainly 
as though you entotamed pro-German tendencies,” 
said the girl frankly, addmg “ but what about these 
wonderful guns ? ” 

“ Ah ! Mademoiselle. They are wonderful, alas I 
As soon as they got these fearful engines of destruction 
into position they simply pulverised the forts. Poor 
General Leman was taken out of the ruins, uncon- 
scious, and is now a prisons in Germany.” 

“ Leman a prisoner ! ” gasped the Baron. “ Why, 
it was only a month ago that he dined here with 
us.” 

“ Poor fellow I ” exclaimed the Baroness. *' But 
why was he unconscious T ” 

“ Owing to the deadly fumes from the explosion. 
One of the big shel^ from the German howitzer pene> 
trated to the magazine, and it blew up.” 
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** Ah I But Leman did not surrender.” 

“ Certainly not,” said Rigaux, who was, in secret, 
very well mformed of all that was m progress along 
the front. His wireless — ^worked by a German naval 
wireless operator who lived m seclusion in his house 
at Brussels — ^had. for days been picking up all the 
official messages, the operator havmg m his pocket 
the key to the war-cipher. 

Not a move on land or on sea on the part of the 
Germans but was known at once to Amaud Rigaux, 
who daily handed to the fair-haired young operator 
a brief report of what was m progress m Brussels. 
This the young man reduced to code and transmitted 
it, after having called up the German station at 
Naucn. Other stations heard it, but the message 
being m a code specially supplied for the purpose, 
it conveyed to them no meanmg. 

Amaud Rigaux, the most clever and most danger- 
ous spy which Germany possessed on Belgian soil, 
was, because of his high position as a financier, still 
unsuspected. 

From his manner the Baron could see that his 
friend had come out from Brussels hastily, m order 
to tell him something which he hesitated to do in 
the presence of the ladies. , 

So an advance is really* being made towards 
Brussels and the Government has moved to Ant- 
werp ? ” Aimde asked anxiously. ” The papers are 
so vague about it all.” 

fear that is so,” was Rigaux’s reply. “It 
seems, too, that the British are moving uncommonly 
slowly. They have not yet, it is said, embarked 
their expeditionary force, as we fully expected they 
Would have done days ago.” 
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“ Ibe British, it they move slovrly, always move 
very surely," was the girl's reply. “ I was at school 
in England, you know, and 1 am quite aware of their 
slowness.” 

“ It is fatal in war. Mademoiselle. Why are they 
not here to help us — eh T We have rehed upon 
them.” 

“ They will be here soon, and when they come they 
will give a good account of themselves, never fear. 
They are tried soldiers. The Germans have never 
seen a modem war. They are only swaggerers.” 

"True. But they are at least scientific in their 
campaign. The English are not.” 

“ Well, Amaud, if you contmue to talk like that I 
shall begm to agree with Aimde, and accuse you of 
taking the German side,” laughed her father. 

" Viable ! I hate them too much. Look what I 
have lost — what I stand to further lose — eh ? ” pro- 
tested the thm-faced man, with a quick gesture of 
the hands. " All I hope is that the English army 
will be m Belgium before the enemy enters 
Brussels.” 

" But the French,” suggested the Baron. ” What 
are they doing ? One hears so very httle of General 
Joffrd and his army I 

“ Ah 1 he, too, is mbving slowly. At Verdun, and 
along the hne of Alsace-Lorraine, there has been 
some fierce fighting, I h«ir.” 

“ How do you know ? " asked the girl. 

“ By the papers." 

“ But the papers have published no reports," she 
said in surprise. “What journal has given the 
news f We have them fdl, and I read them v»y 
carefully." 
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Again Rigaux was, for a second, nonplussed. . 

“Oh I 1 think it was in the Antwerp MaHn — the 
day before yesterday — if I recollect anght.” 

The truth was that he had heard it over his secret 
/ wireless only that morning. 

• “Who won?” 

“ Unfortunately, the Germans.” 

“ Ah I ” sighed the girl. “ It is always so. When 
shall we ever have a victory ? ” 

“ Who knows. Mademoiselle ? Let us hope it 
will be very soon. Belgium will never be 
crushed.” 

“Not so long as a single man remains alive who 
can carry a gun,” declared the Baron fiercely. “ I 
wish 1 were younger. I’d go to the front at once 
and do my share." 

“ As Edmond Valentm has gone,” Aimde remarked, 
more m order to spite Amaud Higaux than anythmg 
else. 

In a second the spy’s face was wreathed m smiles. 

“ Ah, how is M’sieur Valentin ? where is he. 
Mademoiselle ? ” he inquired. 

“ He IS with the Eighth Chasseurs-&-pied, some- 
where near Li4ge.” 

“ He is not near Lidge noyr,” their visitor said. 
“ The whole country, up to Irtkivain, is now held by 
the enemy. His brigade has, I expect, been thrown 
back to somewhere near Brussels — unless, of course, 
it has come south, towards Namur.” 

In an mstant the girl was eager and anxious. 
Namur, with its great forts, believed to be impreg- 
nable, was only a few miles away. 

“ Would th^y come across in this direction, do you 
think ? ” she asked eagerly. 
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“ Certainly. If they were in the Meuse Valley they 
mi^t follow it up towards Huy, and onward.” 

“ But there has been no sign of the enemy along > 
there.” 

“ There will be soon, I fear. Mademoiselle. We are 
not sufficiently strong to keep them back ” 

As a matter of fact, he knew that Uhlan patrols 
were in the woods withm fifteen miles of them, and 
that very soon the whole Meuse Valley would prob- 
ably run with blood. The Potsdam plan of campaign 
was to sweep every part of Belgium, from the frontier * 
to the sea, with the fire of war. 

” What shall we do if they come ? ” asked the 
pale-faced girl, dismayed. “ Is it best to stay 
here ? ” 

” I beheve so. You ate far safer here in your 
ch4teau than in Brussels.” 

” But what will happen to us ? ” 

” Oh, you may have a visit, perhaps, from a polite 
German officer who may billet some of his men here 
for the night. He will simply apologise for the in- 
convenience he causes. That is all.” 

” But they have been massacring people north of 
Li6ge,” Aimie remarked. 

“ Bah I those are synply exaggerated tales of the 
country-people. Do xiot credit them. Mademoiselle. 
Nobody m Brussels believes them. In war, such 
tales are always told,” he said assuringly 

“ Who is commanding the Eighth Chasseurs 7 Do 
you know ? ” asked the girl anxiously. 

“ Well, yes, I happen to know because Jacques, 
my second chauffeur, is in the regiment oi Monsieur 
Valentin. They belong to the Sixth Brigade under 
General Paul Ihalmann.” 
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'* Thalmaim I ” echoed the Baroness. “ Ah, we 
know him quite well. He was commandant at 
Bruges a year ago. Then he was moved to Ghent. 
Aim^ and I stayed with him for three days during 
the Exhibition. A fine old soldier. One of the best 
men m all Belgium.” 

Amaud Rigaux smiled curiously. The Hebrew 
came out m him at that moment. 

“ Yes,” he said, with slight hesitation. “ But a 
gambler, my dear Baroness. He is in my debt to a 
considerable extent. Besides, I — well, I suspect 
him.” 

“ Of what ? ” asked the great financier. 

‘‘ Of dealings with the enemy.” 

Aimde started. 

“ What do you mean, m’sieur ? ” she asked 
quickly. 

” 1 simply mean what I say. Mademoiselle. General 
Thalmaim has, to my knowledge, been on the verge 
of bankruptcy for the past three years. He is a 
bosom friend of a certain Karl Schnerb, whom I have 
long suspected of being a secret agent of Germany. 
After his acquamtance with Schnerb, the General 
began to repay me some of what I had lent him. 
Voiki toiU / ” • 

” You say, then, that Genefal Thalmann is in the 
pay of our enemies ? ” asked Aim6e quickly. 

” You surely don’t mean that, Amaud ? ” asked 
her father at the same moment. 

” I only tell you facts that I know, my dear Baron,” 
was their visitor’s reply. “ And for that reason, and 
that alone, 1 say : ‘ May God help our poor little 
Helgium.’ ” 
y^imde was silent, 
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Waa it possible that a traitor was in command of 
Edmond’s brigade T 

The girl held her breath. If what Amaud Rigaux 
had alleged was the actual truth — and he always 
knew the truth — if such things were, then poor little 
Belgium was, alas 1 doomed. 


CHAPTER DC 

THE KAlBEa’s BECBET AGENT 

“ The position is a very grave one, Henri,” Rigaux 
eiqplained when, a few mmutes later, they were alone 
together in a small, circular, book-lmed room, that room 
b^w one of the high round towers of the ch&teau, 
which the Baron used as a bureau. ” I hesitated 
to speak very openly before your wife, because it 
would cause her undue alarm. There is no doubt— 
indeed, there has been abundant proof in these last 
four days — ^that Belgium swarms with German spies. 
They are everywhere. Our enemies have been most 
crafty and cunning in their preparations for our un- 
doing. They have arrested and shot sixteen German 
agents in Antwerp alohe. They had carrier pigeons, 
secret wireless, code-books, German ammunition, 
secret stores of petrol, and other things, whk^ showed, 
only too plainly, their intentions. Now your tele- 
phone was cut at noon to-day, was it not, and you 
are wondering ? Well, the truth is that the Germans 
occupied Brussels at eleven o’clock this morning 1 ” 

” They art in BnuuUi'* gasped the str- 
ing up. You must be joking 1 
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"I am not, I regret to say. To-day, at ‘eleven. 
Burgomaster Max met the German commander in 
the ChauB^e de Louvain. There was no resistance, 
and the enemy marched into the city, domg the 
goose-step as they passed the Gare du Nord.” 

“ Impossible I ” gasped de Neuville, pale as 
death. 

“ But it is the unfortunate truth. The Germana 
are asking for an mdemmty of eight millions sterling. 
The Minister of Finance has asked me to negotiate 
the loan. Will you and youivtdends take part in 
it ? ” 

For a moment the Baron de Neuville was silent. 
He knew the financial straits of the Government at 
that moment, and he was reflecting. 

At last he said, in a low, earnest voice : 

“ Amaud, if I touch it at all, my friends in London 
and myself will make the whole loan.” 

“ What, you will bear the eight millions ? ” asked 
Rigaux, with some surpnse. 

“ Yes. I fee] it my duty to assist in the present 
crisis.” 

“ But I only asked for a portion. I can do some 
myself, and obtain the remainder in Holland.” 

" I tell you 1 will arrange to bear the whole re- 
sponsibilfl^ ‘‘ I will send v^rd to Monsieur Max 
to-night 1 can arrange with good substantial friends 
in London to assist me.” 

Rigaux was silent for a few seconds. 

" Well,” he said enthusiastically at last, “ yours is 
indeed a' fine examjde of patnotism, Henri. 1 wfll 
let Max know your generous offer. Hiere is no tele- 
graphic or tdephoDio communication with Brussels 
now." 
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He did not add that m his pocket was a special 
pass, signed by the German commander, which 
allowed him to go through the enemy’s lines, back- 
wards and forwards, at will. If the Baron and his 
friends paid over eight millions to the enemy, then 
his friends in Berlin would be highly pleased at his 
clever diplomacy. 

“ You return to Brussels to-night — eh ? ” 

“ Yes, at once It is a nsky busmess to be on the 
roads at night nowadays." 

" I shall go to Brussels to-morrow, and make the 
offer personally,” the Baron said. 

" But, if you do so, you will not leave your wife 
and daughter here. If I were you I would send them 
to Ostend, where, if further trouble occurs, they can 
easily cross to England They should not be left 
here alone. One never knows what may happen ’’ 

The Baron did not reply He was still reassured 
by the words of certain highly-placed officials in 
Brussels that the Baroness and Aimte would be quite 
safe at S6v4rac, and Rigaux, on his part, did not 
think it worth while to tell him of the dose proximity 
of the Uhlans. 

” I shall see you in Brussels to-morrow,” the Baron 
said briefly. 

“Yes. May I tell Max that you will be at the 
Hdtel de Ville at noon— eh ? ” asked the secret agent 
of the Kaiser, “ and that you and your English fnends 
will, if necessary, guarantee the loan to the munici- 
pality of the eight millions demanded f ’’ 

“ Yes," was hia friend’s reply. 

“ Ah, Henri," eriedr Amaud Rigaux, you are a 
true patriot. You, ^ wealthiest man in Belgium, 
to come forward at such a tune."- And, Judae-like, 
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he took the Baron’s hand — ^he who was now secretly 
acting as financial agent of the German Government. 

“ Monsieur Max has been made responsible for the 
good behaviour of the capital, and they have handed 
him back his scarf of ‘office. The surrender was a 
sad and impressive scene, I can assure you," he 
added. 

“ Ah, yes,” replied the Baron very gravely. “ I 
had no idea that the enemy were already in Brussels.” 

“ Yes. They have taken Lidge, Tirlemont, and 
Lo'uvam, and are now coming up to bombard Namur.” 

“ So near 1 ” cned the broad-shouldered Baron, 
amhzed. 

” Yes. That is why I suggest to you, privately, 
that the ladies should be sent at once to the coast.” 

” Thanks for your hint, my dear Amaud. 1 will 
certainly consider it,” Vras the other’s reply. 

He handed Rigaux the big silver box of cigarettes, 
and when both had lit up, the footman brought, in 
response to tus master’s summons, two tiny Bohemian 
hqueur glasses and filled th^ with fine old cognac. 

They tossed them oS, m Belgian fashion, and 
soon afterwards Rigaux gripped his friend’s hand, 
saying : 

“ Au revoir, till to-morrow. And all Belgians will 
thank you, Henn, for saving their capital from the 
Kaiser’s brigands.” 

The Baron de NeuviUe smiled, and shrugged his 
thick-set shoulders. 

” It is but my duty as a loyal Bdgian. I cannot 
fight sidftJby side with our brave men, as 1 certainly 
would if 1 weiFe younger. So I will help as far as my 
means permit,” 

And then Amaud Rigaux, with those word$ in his 
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ears, wared his hand and descended the winding stair- 
way to the great hall, outside which in the courtyard 
his fast, open car was in waiting. 

Having put on his holland dust-coat, he flung him- 
sdf into the bucket-seat next the driver, and then 
they moved away cautiously down the steep hill into 
the peaceful valley, where the summer twilight was 
fast darkening into night. 

Many groups of homeless, despairing people, hauling 
along great packages and tramping towards an un- 
known bourne, were upon the road, and now and 
then suspicious cars passed without salute or 
challenge. 

Once they met a patrol of Uhlans riding merrily 
along, big-booted f^ows with lances, who chatted 
gaily, and who seemed to take no notice of them, 
knowing that in that parhcular area there was no 
opposition. 

Suddenly Rigaux, who had now become very alert, 
remarked to the driver : 

" Be careful. We are getting near Loveral, outside 
CharleroL” 

Before them had suddenly showed points of light 
from lanterns in the road, and then, a few hundred 
yards further on, the^ heard a gruff challenge in 
German, and a stem command to halt. 

The driver drew up at once, and the car was in- 
stantly surrounded by half a dozen stalwart German 
outposts, their fixed bayonets shining in the head- 
lights, demanding to know the destination of the 
travellers. 

“ To Brussels,” replied Rigaux, in Gemoan. ” Here 
is my official permit from headquarters, signed by 
the Commander-in-Quef of the Army of the Meuse.” 
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The sentry, in his spiked helmet, examined it be- 
neath the flickering bght of a lantern held by one of 
his comrades, and while domg so a lieutenant strolled 
up and also carefully scrutinised it. Yet for the 
moment the motorists were under arrest. 

“ Herr Rigaux — eh ? — end chauffeur ? ” the officer 
read. “ A general secret service pass from head- 
quarters. You are gomg to Brussels, 1 suppose ? ” 

Amaud Rigaux replied in the affirmative, where- 
upon the lieutenant gave an order and the half-dozen 
men drew up m the dark, clickmg their heels together, 
and presented arms m salute. 

You are free to pass, Hetr Rigaux,” said the 
officer. '* Take the left-hand road, and you will 
avoid the outposts of Charleroi and get to Nivelles. 
Our Imes are two miles farther on, but with your 
pass you will have no difficulty. I see that you are 
one of us.*’ 

Rigaux remounted into his car, and with a merry 
good night they swept along the dark, wide road, 
which at that point ran between two rows of high 
poplars, which were swaymg and rustling slightly in 
the cool night wmd, so refreshmg after the broilmg 
day. 

Half a dozen times the cax had been challenged in 
as many miles, but on each 'Occasion the permit to 
travel was scrutmised closely, and as they went 
forward they saw in the sky, on the for-off horizon, 
the dull, zed glare of the fires of war. They had left 
Charleroi on their right — the town of hardware, 
which the Germans had now surrounded, and in- 
tended on the morrow to reduce — and had now set 
their faces straight for the capital. 

The pass which that morning Rigaux had received. 
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on application to the headquarters at the Hdtel 
Cosmopolite, in Brussels, proved an opcn*sesame 
everywhere, for it was one of those cryptic passports 
which the German Empire had issued to all its spies, 
from the lowly to the wealthy. 

That small piece of grey paper, stamped, signed, 
and countersigned, rendered its bearer immune from 
arrest, and provided safe conduct everywhere. What 
would his friends the Belgians say, or do, if they had 
kno^vn he had possessed such a document ? 

Time after time, on that dark, straight road be- 
tween Charleroi and Brussels, the car was held up 
by men in spiked helmets, who covered both master 
and chauffeur threateningly with their rifles. But 
sight of that paper was magical Amaud Rigaux was 
bowed to with politeness, and urged onward with 
cautionary words to the next post. 

Brussels lay thirty miles from Charleroi They 
were now within the enemy’s lines, and were passing 
many bumt-out cottages and villages, some of the 
debris of which, strewn in the roadway, still glowed 
red in the night. Before them, in the dark, heavy 
sky, showed the glare of the lights of Brussels, the 
gay little city which now lay crushed and invested 
by the Teuton invaders. 

' The reflection of th^ light was not red, as in the 
case of a burning town. The Germans were com- 
mitting no atrocities there, for the simple reason that, 
in the capital, they were beneath the eyes of the 
representatives of neutral powers. In the country 
it mattered not, and could easily be denied, but in 
Brussels the Commander-in-Chief had decreed that 
all should preserve a correct attitude and piesoit 
the quintessence of German culture.” 
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It was nearly one o'clock in the morning when at 
last, Rigaux Wving pulled his cap over his eyes, 
they passed the sentries outside the station of Uccle, 
and were allowed to proceed down the long, straight 
Avenue Brugmann and the Chaus6e to the end of 
the Avenue Louise. 

Half the street lamps of Brussels were out, and no 
one was m the streets save German sentries at the 
corners, acting as policemen, their fixed bayonets 
glinting in the brilliance of the car’s headlights. 
Brussels, with her Cml Guard disbanded, was in the 
grip of the mvader, who modestly demanded eight 
millions as its ransom. 

The car turned into the small Place Louise, past 
the cafd m the comer, and De Boek’s Hotel so long 
a famous “ English house,” turned to the left, and 
then ran along the tree-hned boulevard to where 
Rigaux lived. 

There was now no secrecy of presence of the fair- 
haired German naval wireless operator, for the enemy 
had occupied the capital. Indeed, as soon as Amaud 
Rigaux arrived home he met him in the hall, and 
accompanied him to the room m the roof, in which 
was that powerful wireless plant run off the electric- 
light mam. 

The young fellow seated* himself at once at 
his table, and, touching a Morse-key, a long blue 
spark was emitted and crackled across the big 
coil. 

“ Call up Nauen,” Rigaux said, his holland dust- 
coat not yet removed. “Give them this message: 
That the Raron de Neuville has consented, upon 
representations I have made, to negotiate the whole 
oi the indemnity of eight millions levied upon the 
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city of Brussels. Let me know of the acknowledg- 
ment of the receipt of the message by R. X.” 

“ Certainly, m’sieur,” was the operator’s reply in 
good French, and he began to tap out the preliminary 
“ Da-de-Dfl de-Da,” the call-signal, followed by the 
code-letters mdicating that he wished to speak with 
Nauen. 

Then he switched over, and adjustmg his head- 
phones to his ears, listened attentively. 

Agam he repeated the call, with dexterous rapidity, 
when, a few seconds later, he heard the answering 
ticks of the Telefunken near Potsdam, after which 
he reduced to code the significant message which 
Rigaux had given him for transmission, and tapped 
it out. 


CHAPTER X 
THS b6tei. d£ i,’ep£k 

The quaint, old-world little town of Dinant, with its 
crooked cobbled streets — ^the resort of painters and 
dreamers — ^lay in a narrow ravine on both sides of 
the winding Meuse, connected by a long iron bndge. 
High limestone cliffs tdWered above the town, crowned 
by a good-sized but out-of-date citadel — a fort which 
dominated the whole country. Across the river lay 
the railway station, and some modem hotels, while 
the modem town was built upon the pleasant wooded 
slopes behind. 

It was here that Edmond Valentin found himself 
with the Sixth Brigade. Five days ago they had 
arrived, after a forced march under the hot sun, from 
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Gcmbloux, beyond Namur, and, having joii^d the 
French force which had crossed the frontier between 
Sedan and Givet, they were occupying the heights 
above the town. Indeed, from where Edmond stood 
. on that bright, sunny mommg, he could look down 
upon the tiny little white village of Anseremme, just 
beyond Dmant, the place where he had, on that 
memorable day before the war, lunched with Aim^ 
so happily on the long rose-embowered terratse beside 
the river, now sparklmg in the sun. 

Had the red tide of war yet reached high-up 
S^vdrac, he wondered ? It was not far off — ^perhaps 
fifteen miles or so beyond those blue hills. Daily- 
nay, hourly — ^he thought of her, wondering how she 
fared m those hot, breathless days when Belgmm was 
fighting so desperately for her very existence as a 
nation. 

The Sixth Brigade, under General Thalmann — ^the 
fine, grey-moustached, well-set-up man, who had been 
so grossly calumnified by Rigaux for his own crafty 
purposes — had been m the very thick of tiSk fighting 
ever since tliat day when they had so suddenly 
arrived in Li^ge and found themselves in the firing- 
line. They had helped to repulse the German cavalry 
at Haelen, and had then fought their way desperately 
up to Tirlemont, to Gembloux,^d back to the Meuse 
again. With scarce any sleep they had been in touch 
with the enemy practically the whole time, and were, 
indeed, The Flying Column ** of the Belgian army. 
Their losses around Charleroi had been considerable, 
and though so weary, dusty, and worn, not a man 
among them was dismayed. The spirit of the m^ 
was admirable. 

General Jo££r£ had already held oouadl iiiUi the 
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Belgiai} Commander-in-Chief, a council at urhich 
General Thalmann had been present, and from in- 
formation they had gathered it was 'well known 
that the Germans intended to make an assault 
upon the town of Dinant, and take the citadel as 
one of the important and strategio points on the 
Meuse. 

Tlie peaceful inhabitants of the place — ^a'hich, 
besides beuig a toiurist centre, possessed a thrivmg 
trade in beaten brass-'ware, and the making of those 
grotesquely-shaped cakes of honey and flour called 
conques, two mdustries which had survived in the 
place ever since the Middle Ages — ^were, of course, in 
ignorance, and the authorities did not deem it ex- 
pedient to express their fears, in order, if possible, 
to avoid panic. 

Edmond knew that the French army, on its way 
up the Meuse Valley, must have passed beneath the 
great old cb&teau of S^vdrac. H so, Aimde must 
have watched those long, mterminable Imes of red- 
trousered infantry, trudging on with their piled-up 
haversacks, the squadrons of heavily-booted cavalry, 
and the snake-hke processions of lumbering field- 
guns, motor transport wagons, and drab vans marked 
'with the red cross. 

Away acro^ those *blue hills, in the direction of 
France, Aim^ was probably watching and waiting 
in patience. He longed to write to her, to send 
h^ words of hope and courage. But it was all 
utterly impossible. No letter could ever reach 
her now, unless he could find means to deliver it 
himself. 

There was fighting in progress bdimd them — ^fierce 
fighting at Cbaiieroi^for they fand leamU only an 
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hour ago over the field-telephone, that the Glpiinaiis 
were attackmg the place, and that a big battle bad 
already opened. 

The first few hours of that hot, breathless day were 
hours of inactivity, welcome indeed to the hard- 
pressed Sixth Brigade. 

Edmond’s company had piled their arms, and were 
lying about on the sun-scorched grass behind the 
citadel, smokmg cigarette and laughing as gaily as 
though they were at manoeuvres, when of a sudden 
a German Taube aeroplane, distinguishable by its 
shape, was seen crossmg them at a great altitude, 
whereupon many nfles were raised at it. But it was 
far beyond range, and circled round and round over 
their camp, taking observations. 

“ The enemy must be near,” remarked a thm, little, 
dust-covered lieutenant to a brother-oflicer. “ They 
intend to attack, without a doubt.” 

Hardly had he spoken when the aeroplane dropped 
two smoke-balk, mdicatmg the position of the de- 
fenders, and then sailed away across the hilk and was 
lost to view. 

The old fortress m front of Edmond was occupied 
by Belgian artillery ready for a desperate defence ; 
but the force, though a gallant one, was, unfortu- 
nately, not large. * 

Another hour went by. The men were still at 
ease, for perhaps, after all, the enemy, with the 
strongly fortified to>vn of Namur before them lower 
down the river, might not think Dinant worth 
attack. 

Suddenly, Mwever, the truth became revealed. 

Somewhere over in the direction of S^v^c the 
enemy had taken up positions, and withopt warning 
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a shell fell unexpectedly upon the railway station, 
narrowly missmg the clock, crashing through the 
roof, and explodmg with % crash which reverberated 
along the whole valley. 

In a moment bugles sounded and the defenders 
were instantly on the alert. A second shell tore out 
part of the front of the Hotel des Postes, opposite 
the station, and then, from the citadel the guns 
thundered in reply, sending shells in the direction 
where the grey masses of the enemy were seen 
to be. 

To watch the battle from that height was fascinat- 
ing to Edmond. Below, a French captain and a 
squad of couriers on motor-cycles crossed the bridge 
rapidly and disappeared on the road to Namur, 
w^e, in the town, a few French troops of the line 
regiments were marching. The inhabitants were all 
indoors with closed doors and shutters, most of them 
crowding into the cellars in fear. 

Soon the difls resounded with nfle and gun fire, 
while away m the east could be heard the continual 
rumble of the field howitzers of the enemy. The 
Germans had, it seemed, also brought up several 
mountain-battenes along the hills. 

The enemy were advancing rapidly. 

The bridge was being defended strongly by the 
French troops, while, voy soon, members of the 
Volunteer Hospital Corps began hurrying along the 
streets in search of the wounded. 

In half an hour the quiet, prosperous little town 
where, from the bulgy date-covered steeple of the 
church the bells had, for centuries, sent their sweet 
carillon over the river, became swept by lead. 
Beneatii the pitiless shell fixe the houses in the narrow 
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Rue Grande were aufienng severely and, at. certain 
spots the street were covered with lalhng debris, 
a rubble of stones and mortar mixed with articles of 
furniture. 

Half-way down that long, narrow street, so well 
known to summer visitors to the Ardennes, there stood, 
on the left, a quaint old-fashioned little inn called the 
H 6 tel de I’Ep^e — the Hotel of the Sword — one of the 
most ancient houses in Dinant, for it dated from the 
fifteenh century, and had then been part of a Fran- 
ciscan Monastery, The rooms were small, with their 
onginal old oaken panelling , the floors were of great 
stone slabs hollowed by the feet of many gene- 
rations, and though the little place was typical of 
the Ardennes, there was a curious medieval air about 
it which was genuine, t 

The Hotel of the Sword was kept by a stout, 
prosperous, red-faced old Belgian named Fran90is 
Mazy, who usually wore the blue linen blouse of the 
Ardennois. ‘‘Unde Fran90is” was known to all 
Dinailt, on account of his cheery good-nature and 
charitable disposition. And to his homely inn, each 
summer, went many well-known people of Brussels, 
because there they fared exceedingly well — Uncle 
Francois doing the cookmg himself, and charing 
his visitors, in each of whom h^took a real personal 
interest, only very modestly as compared with the 
more modem houses. 

To Uncle Francois’ himdreds of the townspeople, 
men, women, and terrified children, now fled, because 
beneath the house, and running far under the 
cobbled street, were huge vaulted cellars hewn 
in the limestone rock^the cellars of the ancient 
monastery, the entrance to which had, only a few 
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years before, been discovered behind a 'waUed-up 
archway. 

There, lit by flickering candles and one or two 
evil-smelling lamps, the great cavernous vaults of the 
monks of old, were filled by those poor excited and 
terrified people, who had taken refuge from the sudden 
horrors of war. 

Many of them were women, anxious for their 
husbands’ safety, and httle children with big wide- 
open wondering eyes, while Uncle Fran9ois himself, 
with Mane, his stout, middle-aged daughter, moved 
among the crowd in that hot, stifling atmosphere, 
uttenng cheenng words m his native Walloon, and 
trying to comfort them. 

*‘A11 will be well soon, my friends,” he declared 
" It IS only a skirmish.” 

Meanwhile, the fight was growing hotter every 
moment. Edmond, with his ever-ready Maxim, 
had found cover behind a piece of thick, broken wall, 
one of the ancient earthworks of the citadel, and 
from there he and his men kept up a ternble rain of 
lead upon the oncoming Germans, who were now 
fighting m the Place below. 

Of a sudden, a shell struck the spire of the 
church, blowing ofl part of the pumpkin-shaped 
top which fell into*' the Place with a heavy crash 
and clouds of dust, the beautiful bells, which had 
rung out there so musically for ages, coming down 
also. 

On the long bridge, terrible fighting was now in 
progress. The defenders were in cover under the 
abutment wings of the bridge* which were about three 
feet high. Edmond could witness it all from where 
he was, three hundred feet or to above. Suddenly 
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there was a red flash over the river, a great r9ar, and 
. the air was filled with smoke and debns. 

l^e defenders had retired suddenly and blown up 
the bndge across the Meuse, to prevent the enemy’s 
advance. 

It was magnificent — ^yet it was terrible. On every 
side the town seemed to be now attacked by the 
enemy, who had sprung from nowhere. In the 
position they had taken up, the Belgian Chausseurs 
were barely two compames strong, and though 
they fought so bravely, they could see that the 
memy were surely, if slowly, advancing upon the 
citadel. 

For another hour the fearful flight went on. From 
behind the debns of the bndge the red-breeched 
French were replying gallantly to the enemy. One 
could hear nothing save the irregular explosions of 
* rifles, the machine-like spluttenngs of the mitrailleuse 
punctuated by the shock of shell fire, and now 
and then, an explosion which caused the earth to 
tremble. 

Owing to the heavy firing, clouds now obscured 
the sun. The heavens darkened, and it began to 
ram, but the firing m no way abated. From 
where Edmond crouched behind his gun he could 
see what was happemng bdovP in the Place, and 
across beyond the blown-up bndge, which lay a 
mass of wreckage and twisted girders across the 
stream. 

A sudden increase in the firing told that rein- 
forcements had arrived, and he saw a half-company 
of a line regiment hurriedly enter the hotel opposite 
the station, expecting to find there a good field of 
""fixe. Th^ brought with them a dozen terrified, 

H 
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shrieking women, whom they had found hiding in 
the waitmg-room at the railway station. 

An hour after noon the fire slackened, and the rain 
ceased. A few limpmg figures, the French m blue 
coats and red trousers — ^that unfortunately flamboyant 
uniform which always drew fire — staggered into the 
hotel, while, during the lull, a hatless w'oman m 
black calmly crossed the little Place and, quite un* 
concerned, dropped a card mto the letter-box I 

At that moment Edmond's company heard the 
order to retire. Retire I Every man held his 
breath. Their spirits fell. Dmant had fallen, after 
all, notwithstandmg the defence of the combmed 
French and Belgian forces. It was hopeless. The 
Germans meant to crush them and to swarm over 
Belgium. 

In perfect order the Sixth Brigade retned back, 
down the steep, grassy slopes behmd the citadfeb* and 
within half an hour the hated German flag was, even 
as Edmond stood watching through his glasses a 
couple of tallies away, hoisted over the captured 
citadel. 

He uttered a malediction beneath his breath, and 
turned to hand his glasses to one of his men. 


Sight of that flag was a signal for renewed fightmg. 
Two French batteries had, happily, arrived, and 
having taken up a position close to them, opened fire 
upon the citadel from the rear. The enemy’s flag 
had roused the defenders to fury, and one of the first 
shots from the French field-guns cut the German 
tog right across, at which the Belgians cheered wildly 
to the echo. The French batteries threw their shells 

Sk marveUous accuracy,; 

and the fire was heavy and incessant, ^ ' 
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Another French line regiment arrived to reinforce 
the Belgians, marching gaily m those fatal red[ trousers 
of theirs, and then so smothering was their fire that, 
through his glasses, Edmond could see the heads of 
the Germans, dotting the ramparts of the fort, begin 
to gradually disappear. 

For four long hot hours the desperate struggle 
contmued without a moment’s cessation. The 
Belgians were determmed to drive the enemy from 
their position, while the enemy were equally deter- 
mmed to hold it, and the slaughter on all sides became 
terrible One of Edmond’s men fell forward, dead, 
with a bullet in his brow. 

Suddenly heavier firing was heard from across the 
river. The French were shelling the citadel from 
the other side of the Meuse, and this they continued 
to do until, at six o’clock, a long pontoon bridge, just 
completed by the Germans a little higher up the river, 
was suddenly swept by a hail of shell and destroyed. 
A regiment of German infantry, who were at that 
moment upon it, in the act of crossmg, were shattered 
and swept into the river, the clear waters of which 
became tmged with their blood. The French had 
waited until that moment, allowmg the Germans 
to construct the pontoon, an|^ had thra wiped 
it out. 

So heavy had now become the attack of the Allies 
upon the citadel, that not a living thing was to be 
seen upon the ramparts. Shell after shell fell upon 
them, exploding, shattering the thick masonry every- 
where, and send^g up columns of dense black smoke 
which hovered in the AiU evening air. 

Tben, of a sudden, there whs a roar, and a temfie 
esqilosion of greater force than all the others Ixdore,^ 
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Avbich completely tore out one angle of the fortress, 
some of the heavy masonry fallmg with a huge crash 
down the hill-side mto the Place below, which was 
already thick wnth dead and dymg. 

A great cheer sounded somewhere iri French, for 
another fresh regiment had suddenly arrived. 

Orders were swiftly given to the Sixth Brigade to 
readvance, and m haU an hour Edmond found that 
victory was theirs after all — they had retaken the 
fort 1 The German flag was hauled down and, m 
wrath, destroyed, and amid vociferous cheering, the 
Belgian red, black, and yellow tricolour was hoisted 
agam m its place, Edmond at last regaming the 
position he had held m the early mommg. 

Lookmg down upon the stricken town once again, 
he saw at what frightful cost the fort had been 
retaken. That mommg peace had reigned — but 
alas, now ? 

The streets and the river-banks were dotted with 
the dead, French, Belgian and German, lying in 
all sorts of contorted attitudes, the blue coats of the 
French infantry splashed with red, and their red 
trousers, alas 1 stained a deeper hue. 

Hie Germans had retired away towards Namur, it 
was said. The fire^ had ceased, and some Belgian 
infantry— in their round caps and blue greatcoats— 
moving down the narrow street from the Place, were 
cheered lustily. But the yells of triumph died from 
their lips as they saw the ambulances eagerly and 
silently at work, and they paused at that grim, awful 
testimony of what war really meant. 

A big grey armoured car of the B^ch, with the 
muzzle of a machine-gun pointing out, tried to pass < 
out of the town, but was unable to do so because of 
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the bodies heaped in the streets, for the fronts of 
several houses were lying across the roadway. Then, 
at that moment, there was heard in the air, the whirr 
of a scoutmg aeroplane which, at a second’s glance, 
was seen to be Frmch, observing what positions the 
enemy were taking up for the night. 

The sun had set, and the red after^ow — that 
crimson light of war — was showmg in the west over 
where lay Great Bntain, the chief objective of the 
Kaiser and his barbaric hordes of brigands, hangmen, 
executioners, and fire-bugs — the men doing the bidding 
of that blasphemous antichrist who was daily lifting 
his hands to Heaven and mvoking God's blessing 
upon his hell-hound impieties. 

In the twilight, sparks of fire were beriming to 
show in the shadows across the river, where the 
French were encamped, while below, in the town, 
after that thirteen hours of fierce bombardment, the 
Dinantais, much relieved, came forth from every 
cellar and every shelter to assemble in animated 
groups and discuss the terrible events of that never- 
to-be-forgotten day — a day unequalled since Charles 
the Bold reduced the old tower of Cr^e-Coeur — 
the Tower of the Broken Heart — opposite at 
Bouvignes, and the streets o^ the town had run 
with blood. 

Slowly — very slowly— the twilight faded and night 
crept on. The quiet of death spread over the historic 
little town. The streets were not lit, because the 
electric plant had been wrecked. The great vaulted 
cellars of the Hotel of the Sword had disgmged its 
Crowd of terrified refsigees, and all, thankful that thqy 
had survived that fierce attack, returned to their 
fire-swept homes agam, while the Allies holdiaig 
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the tovtji prepared their evening meal and tended 
their wounded, of whom, alas ! there were so very 
many 

And as night fell, Edmond Valentin, who had flung 
aside his shako, flung himself upon the ground near 
his gun, and fell to wondering — wondering as he al’ :ays 
did— how Aim4e, his dearly beloved, was faring now 
that the enemy had advanced up the valley, from the 
misty hills of the German frontier. 

The men about him were smoking, laughing, and 
joking, but he heard them not One thought alone 
filled bis mind — that of Aim^e, always Aim^e. 


CHAPTER XI 

THE WOBD OF THE TTBLAB 

The German tidal -wave was steadily advancing. 
Prussia had set her heel upon Belgium. 

A perfect horde of jack-booted Uhlans had swarmed 
over the country, and had already made themselves 
hated by their mad, murderous acts of cruelty and 
pillage They were — as the blasphemous Kaiser had 
mtcnded they should be when making his plans at 
Potsdam— agents of the Terror. Of the nineteen 
regiments of them in the German army, no fewer than 
fourteen were being employed to terrorise the in- 
offensive villagers of poor little Belgium ; yet so 
bravely did the Belgian army fight that within twelve 
days the larger part of this force, in their gaily- 
braided uniforms and carrying thor ready lances^ 
upon which they sometimes impaled duldren— were 
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either killed, wounded, or held prisoners. These 
brutes, who had boasted of their " kultur,” and com- 
manded by noblemen, had been sent out to live upon 
the country ; but they had been entrapped every- 
where, and revenged themselves by acts of the most 
fiendish and horrible cruelty unequalled in modem 
lustory 

The Uhlans I As in the war of 1870, so now in 
Belgium, their very name struck terror into the 
hearts of the hard-working, thrifty people of Eastern 
Belgium. 

Therefore it was hardly surprising when, one even- 
ing a week after Dinant had been stormed, Aim^, 
who had ]ust ascended to her room to tidy her hair 
prior to sitting down to dinner with her mother, 
should stand white-faced and aghast when M^lame, 
her dark, good-lookmg femme-de-chafnhre, burst in, 
crying ; 

“Ah, Mademoiselle, it is temble — terrible! The 
Uhlans are here I They are already in -the ch&teau, 
asking for M’sieur le Baron 1 ” 

“ The Uhlans here > ” she gasped, in an instant pale 
to the lips. " What can they want ? ’’ 

“ Ifon Dieu / Who knows ? I hope they will not 
kill us all 1 ” cried the trembling maid, her face pale 
and scared. “ I have just seen Gustave talking ex- 
citedly with two soldiers down in the great hall, 
while outside, in the outer courtyard, there are a let 
of horses.” 

AimSe dashed from her pretty chintz-hung room, 
across to a spare room at the rear of the chftteau, 
and looking down, saw, in the falling twilight, a 
number of horses champing their bits in the Ug, 
paved courtyard, while heavily-booted and spmned 
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Uhlans, jn their grey service umtonns, were standing 
astride in groups, talking and laughing. 

She held her breath. She and her mother were 
alone and defenceless, the Baron being in Brussels. 
What could they do ? How should they act ? 

War was sudaenly at their doors I 

Without a moment’s hesitation she ran quickly 
down to the great eaUe-d-manger, the walls of which 
were hung with rare tapestnes, and where, on the 
table already laid with fine old silver and flowers, 
candles were burmng in their handsome silver cande- 
labra 

The Baroness, grey-haired and stately, sitting in an 
ancient high-backed chair, looked up in surprise from 
her book when Aim4e rushed in, and exclaimed in 
reproof : 

“ My dear child, whatever has happened T Are 
you mad ? ” 

" Ah 1 mother,” cned the girl in frantic appre- 
hension, ” the Uhlans are here 1 They are asbng 
below for father. The Germans are upon us at 
last 1 ” 

” The Germans ! ” echoed the Baroness, quite un- 
perturbed, looking eagerly over her gold-rimmed 
glasses. " What can they want with us ? We are 
doing them no harm.*’ 

" They are demanding to see father.” 

At that moment the liveried footman entered, 
trembling and pale-faced, saying : 

" A German officer is demanding to see the Baron, 
Madame. He refuses to believe that the master is 
absent in Brussds. He theiefore demands to see 
you, Madame.” 

The Baroness kmt her brows and dKw herself up 
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with hauteur, preserving a wonderful calm .in their 
defenceless circumstances. 

“ Very well,” she sighed, “ I suppose I had really 
better see him.” 

A moment later a big, broad-shouldered Uhlan 
officer, a fair-haired Saxon, not bad-looking save for 
the ugly sabre-scar of his student days upon his left 
cheek, strode mto the handsome apartment, and 
haltmg before the two ladies, clicked his spurred 
heels together and saluted. 

In his long military boots and his Uhlan helmet 
this officer of the War Lord of Germany looked taller 
and more forbidding than he mally was, yet his polite- 
ness to the Baroness and her daughter was at once 
reassuring. 

‘‘I sincerely regret this intrusion, Madame,” he 
said, in almost perfect French. “I am extremely 
sorry I am unable to respect the privacy of your 
home, but, alas 1 it is war — the quarrel of 
nations.” 

And taking from within his grey tunic a card, he 
handed it to her. The Baroness glanced at it, and 
saw that the name was “ Baron Wemher von 
Meyeren.” 

” 1 am in command of my platoon of the Tenth 
Uhlans, and we are compelled to billet upon you,” 
he explained. ” I did not wish to disturb you, ladies, 
but 1 find that the Baron himself is absent, hence I < 
have to mtrude myself upon you.” 

“ My husband is in Brussels, at a council meeting 
at the Ministry of Finance,” replied the Baroness 
de Neuville. ”He gave me to understand, hoVr> 
ever, that here we should be quite safe from moles- 
tation.” 
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The German oflScer, his strong hand upon the hDt 
of his sword, smiled grimly. He looked worn and 
dusty, and had the appearance of a man who had 
ridden far at the bidding of his superiors. 

“ I fear, Baronne, that nobody is now safe from 
molestation, he '*, m Belgium. I am no politician, 
only a soldier, but it seems that your gallant little 
country has decided to defend itself — ^a mouse against 
a lion — with unfortunate and very regrettable results. 
I have with me forty-five men, upon whom I have 
imposed the strictest orders to behave with proper 
decorum m your beautiful ch&teau. If you will 
please order your servants to give them food — of 
which they are sorely in need — ^they will make them- 
selves comfortable for the night m any comer they 
may find.” Then, turning to Aim6e, he added 
politely: “Mademoiselle need have no fear. It is 
but the fortunes of war.” 

The Baroness, still quite cool, looked at him 
steadily for a few seconds. Then she asked : 

“ Cannot you billet your men upon the villagers 
below, in the valley ? ” 

“Ah, I regret, Baronne, that that is impossible. 
Some of the villagers, though non-combatants, have 
fired at my men and killed them ; therefore, in accord- 
ance with international law, their houses have been 
set on lire. The peaceful villages are all occupied 
by troops to-night, so we have been compelled to 
come up here.” 

“ We have M’sieur Bigaux to thank for this 1 ” 
cried Axmfe to her mother. “ He told us we should 
be quite safe here 1 ” 

Hie big Ulilan officer shrugged his shoulders, and 
glancing at the table already set, said : 
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** The unfortunate aituation need not, I think, be 
discussed, Mademoiselle. I merely ask if I, with my 
two subordinate officers, may be permitted to jom 
you at table this evening ? ” 

The Baroness hesitated, still holding the Uhlan’s 
card m her hand. His rank equalled that of her 
husband, and though they were strangers, she fore- 
saw that any resistance might have unpleasant results 
for them. The German tide was undoubtedly ad- 
vancmg. 

“ Baron von Mcyeren,*’ she said at last, with 
considerable dignity, “ this mdignity you place upon 
us, two defenceless women, compelled as we are to 
entertain our enemies, is, 1 suppose, but the fortune of 
war. You and your officers are quite welcome here 
at my table, but I would ask you to order your men 
to behave with decency, for I heard — only yesterday — 
some terrible stories of the conduct of Uhlans further 
up the valley.” 

The officer bowed. 

“ Madame,” he said, ” I assure you that you need 
not have the slightest apprehension. In the German 
Army we punish disobedience by death. My men 
know that — by examples already set them.” 

“My daughter and 1 have your word, m'sieur — 
eh ? ” asked the Baroness. * 

” Madame,” he replied, ” you certainly hare my 
solemn word. To-morrow morning we shall, I hope, 
relieve you of this incubus, and 1 trust that you wiU, 
by that time, have discovered that we are not the 
bloodthirsty savages which the wmld reports us 
to be.” 

The Baroness then called the footman and gave 
certain orders that the troopers bdpw should be 
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entertained, while hall an hour later Baron von 
Meyeren, who had suddenly betrayed a sabre-rattling 
overbearing towards the ladies, sat down at the dinner 
table with his two younger officers, apparently young 
fops from Berlin , 

The Baroness and her daughter refused to sit at 
table with their enemies. 

The swaggering Grerman ^ron did not ask for what 
he wanted. He simply ordered it from his orderly 
who stood behind him. 

The wme served did not exactly suit his palate, 
whereupon he told the orderly to go down mto the 
cellars and ascertain what they contained. 

“ Brmg us up some good wme,” he added in 
German. ** The best these people have. They 
are sure to have something worth drinkmg. And 
give the men some also. It will keep up their 
spirits.” 

The two women were sitting at the further end of 
the long room, watching the weird scene, the three 
men lauding and eating beneath the zone of light 
shed by the dozen or so lighted candles. 

Soon the orderly returned with six bottles of 
Baron de Neuville’s choicest chan^gne. These they 
opened themselves^ and in loud, harsh voices, 
brutally drank the health of their hostess and her 
daughter. 

Beneath a veneer of polish and culture which that 
trio of the enemy wore, was a coarseness and brutality 
which were at once revealed, lor they laughed up- 
roariously, goBsipmg together in German, with coarse 
remarks, which only Aim£e, sitting in silence, under- 
stood. 

They swallowed the wine in tumblers— Uie choice 
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wine of Belgium’s great millionaire — and very soon 
they demanded that the Baroness and her daughter 
should sit with them at table. 

Again they refused, but both women discerned the 
drunken leers in the eyes of the men, yet believmg 
the assurance of the Uhlan commander, the word of a 
German nobleman, they were not frightened. Never- 
theless the swords those men wore at their sides bore 
the blood of the mnocent people massacred to provide 
the “frightful examples” which the Kaiser had 
laughingly given to their brave little nation, which 
had no quarrel with the bombastic and treacherous 
monarch who had self-styled hunself the War Lord 
of Europe. 

“ Come, Mademoiselle ! ” cried von Meyeren. “ Do 
not sit over there. We are enemies, but we will not 
hurt you. And you. Baroness I ” he cried, rising and 
gomg across to them, “I insist upon your having 
dinner. It is not fair, is it, Heinrich ? ” he asked, 
addressing the elder of the pair. 

“No. The Baroness must jom us. She must,” 
he said. 

The two women refused, but with their heads 
elevated by wine the three men insisted, and at last, 
in order to pacify them, the mother and daughter 
consented to sit at the furthes end of the table, 
though they would eat nothmg. 

“ Here’s health to the Fatherland I ” cried the 
younger of the three, getting up unsteadily and 
spilling his wine as he raised it t!b his lips amid the 
“ Hochs ” of his two companions. 

The scene was surely as disgraceful as it was un« 
eiqiected. Baron de Neuville’s wife and daughter 
left there, alone and unprotected, in that great 
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medieval ch&teau, had accepted the word of honour 
of a Saxon nobleman. They had never expected to 
witness such a scene of drunkenness as that 1 

Suddenly, from somewhere below, sounded men’s 
shouts and women’s screams. Were the men below 
drunk, like their officers ? Again and agam was the 
uproar repeated. 

The Baroness rang the bell, but there was no 
response. 

“ Whatever can be happening below ? ” asked 
Aim^e, full of fear Now that the officers were 
drunk, what hope was there for the Kaiser’s barbaric 
savages m the servants’ hall f 

Again the bell was rung, when Melanie, m her cap 
and apron, dashed mto the room, crying 

“ Ah ! IVladame 1 It is terrible — terrible ! The 
soldiers are wreckmg the salon ITiey are ripping 
the furniture with their swords. They are all drunk, 
Madame — ^the beasts are all drunk I ” 

The girl was flushed and dishevelled Her hair 
was down, and she was pantmg, havmg, truth to tell, 
just escaped the embraces of a too amorous German 
in his cups. 

The cultured Baron Wemher von Meycren heard 
the maid’s complamt to her mistress, and laughed 
heartily, • 

“ Our men are evidently enjoying themselves,” he 
remarked m German to his two brother officers. 
“This Baron de Neuville is the richest man in 
Belgium. It is fun to be in his house — ^is it not ? 
^ “ pretty too. What do you think 

Aunde overheard the words of the “ blonde 
beast.” 
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She stood boldly before him, and turned upon him 
like a tiger. 

“ You Uhlan 1 ” cried her mother. “ Your very 
regiment is synonymous of all that is treacherous and 
ill-begotten. If you do not respect women, then I 
believe all that is told of you. Let your God-cursed 
Emperor let loose his hordes upon us, but the day 
will come, and is not far distant, when the finger of 
God will be placed upon you, and you, a nobleman of 
Saxony, will be withered and die as a stickleback will 
die beneath the sun.” 

“ Oh, mother I Do be careful what you say. Pray 
be careful ? ” urged Aim^, clinging to her beseech- 
ingly. 

The gallant Baron, with crimson face, rose un- 
steadily, gripping the edge of the table to prevent 
himself from falling, and m fierce anger cried : 

“ For those words to us, woman, your house shall 
suffer,” and drawmg hb sword, he swept from the 
table the beautiful epergnes of flowers and chma 
baskets of fruit, and, staggermg to the wall, he 
slashed viciously the fine old tapestries, in his frantic 
drunken rage. 

" Ernst,” he hiccoughed to one of the officers, 
“tell the men below that this Belgian woman has 
insulted us while we are her giftsts, and let them 
make an example of this fine Baron’s castle.” 

” No, no 1 ” shrieked Aim&. “ No, I beg of you, 
Baron — beg of you to spare our home. Remember 
your word to us 1 ” cried the girl frantically in 
German. 

But he only laughed triumphantly in her face, and 
the man he addressed as Ernst, having left to do his 
bidding, he with the other officer and two grey* 
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coated orderlies, gleefully conmlenced to wreck the 
splendid room, while the two terrified women, clmg- 
ing to each other, stood in a comer watching how 
they vented their mad ire upon all on which they could 
lay their hands. 

In a few mom«^ts they were slashing the upholstery 
with their swords, tearmg down and destroying the 
ancient Flemish tapestries, while the Baron himself 
paid particular attention to the pictures — all valuable 
old masters — defacing and destroying them one by 
one. 

“ See, woman I what we will now do with this snug 
home of yours I ” he said m his drunken frenzy as, 
takmg up an iron poker from the big open grate, he 
attacked the beautiful old chandelier of Venetian 
glass suspended in the centre of the room, smashing 
it to fragments. 

The yeUs of the men in the adjoining apartments 
mingled with the smashing of funuture and loud, 
drunken laughter, reached them where they stood 
They told their own tale. Everywhere in that 
splendid old ch&teau destruction was being carried 
on at the express orders of the cultured Baron von 
Meyeren, one of Germany’s noblemen. 

“ Wreck the place 1 *' he yelled to half a dozen 
burly Uhlans who. burst in, two of them holding 
bottles in their hands. “ And we will make a bonfire 
afterwards. This woman has cursed us, and we, as 
German soldiers, will teach her a lesson she will not 
easily forget 1 " 

Poor Melanie had disappeared, but above the 
terrible disorder and wild shouting were the shrieks 
of the female servants below, while a smell of fixe 
suddenly greeted thar nostrils. 
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“ Look, mother I there’s smoke ! ” gasped in 

terror. ’* They have set the chateau on fire I ” 

As she spoke, two of the Uhlans had tom down a 
huge picture — ^part of an altar-piece from a church 
at Antwerp — which occupied the whole of the end 
wall of the room, and were kicking their big boots 
through the priceless canvas. It was a picture 
attnbuted to Rubens. 

" Come, child, let us go,” whispered the Baroness, 
her eyes dimmed with tears, and her face pale and set. 

They turned to leave, but as they did so, the Baron 
caught Aim6e roughly by the shoulder, and leering at 
her, patted her beneath the chin. 

In an instant the girl, resenting such familiarity, 
turned upon him like a tigress and slapped his flabby 
face so heavily that he drew back in surprise, while ■ 
the others witnessing the rebuff, laughed at his dis- 
comfiture. He raised his sword with an oath, and 
would have cut her down had not the man called 
Ernst rushed forth and stayed his hand. 

“ Go, ladies,” urged the man in French. ” Escape, 
while there is yet time.” 

“ Hold that girl I ” shouted von Meyeren, fiercely 
struggling to get free from his brother-officer. But 
the latter held him, and barred his passage while 
the two terrified women dashed down the stairs, 
up which the black smoke was already slowly 
curling. 

Darkness had fallen, and only here and there had 
the lamps been lit. Therefore the Baroness and her 
daughter were etiabled to obtiun hats and wraps and 
to creep down a steep, wmding back staircase which 
was seldom used, and which the Uhlans had, fortu- 
nately, not yet discovered. 


1 
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The scene \ims a temble one of wholesale, wanton 
destruction. Some of the men were busy getting 
together the plate and valuables, while, just as they 
left, they caught sight of one man who emerged into 
the courtyard with the Baroness’ jewel-case beneath 
his arm. 

The thieves and murderers of the Eaiser were 
repeating in the beautiful Ch&teau of S6v6rac, the 
same disgraceful methods which they had pursued in 
the villages of the Meuse. They respected neither 
God nor man, neither old age nor youth. They made 
war upon women, and shot down tlie unarmed and 
defenedess. Indeed, this great army of “ kultur ” 
was, in reahty, but a disciplined horde of bar- 
barians 

The Baroness and her daughter, with wraps liastily 
thrown about them, succeeded in escaping from the 
house by the postern gate, which gave entrance to 
a wood, but ere they left, a red glare from one of the 
lower rooms, shining away across the nver, told only 
too plainly that the dastardly Uhlans had used some 
of their famous inflammable “ confetti,” and were 
burning the place 

The fierce, exultant yells of the drunken soldiery 
fell upon their cars as they plunged into the dark 
wood, part of the Baron’s wide domain, the intneate 
by-paths of which were wdl known to Aim^, 

Breathlessly they hastened on, until in tiie darkness 
beneath the trees they were compelled to slowly grope 
tbeir way Their fear was lest the woods be search^, 
and they might be captured, for the brutes— inflamed 
as they were with wine — were now in the mood for 
torture and for murder, Woe-betide them if they 
fell into their hands. 
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Mother and daughter pushed eagerly, bretttiilessly 
on, terrified at the fearful orgie of destruction they 
had just ^tnessed. For a full halt-hour they walked, 
Aimte leaduig the way through the narrow, winding 
shooting-paths, until at last they came forth into the 
open fields. 

Then they paused, scarce danng to look behind 
them. Alas 1 at the bend of the valley, high upon 
its rock, Sdv^rac stood out vividly with fl^es belching 
fiercely from the windows of its high, round towers, 
and casting a blood-red glare upon the waters and 
across to the woods on the opposite bank. 

“ Dteu I ” gasped the Baroness — “ the fiends 1 — 
those hell -fiends of the Emperoi I 

“ Mother," exclaimed Aimde, quite calm again 
now that they had escaped from the hands of that 
bngandish band, "remember there is a God of 
Justice, with whom vengeance lies for wrong, and 
most assuredly will He, if we place our trust m Him, 
mete out the dread fate of death and obscunty to the 
arrogant Kaiser, and to ail his dastardly barbarians. 
Let us get back to Brussels somehow. There, at 
least, we shall be safe." 

And as they stood watching the fierce flames leap 
up around those ancient towers whidi had withstood 
the wars of Charles the Bold, they knew not the awful 
scene taking place in the (»uityard, where Gustave, 
Mdlanie, and seven other of the servants, male and 
female, were shot one after the other in cold blood, as 
they emerged in terror from the burning place. 
Appearance of each was being hailed by the drunken 
laughter of the assembled soldiers, and in escaping 
the fire they fell victims of the blood^lust (d the 
brutes. 



182 AT THE SIGN OF THE SWORD 

“ ThQ Bed Cook is crowing all over Belgium I ’* 
shouted the Baron von Meyeren thiddy, alluding to 
the incendiary acts of Germans being committed 
everywhere We shall make a bonfire of Namur, 
to-morrow, my men 1 Hurrah I for God and the 
Fatherland." 

And as he passed across the courtyard, for the 
atmosphere had now become hot and stifling, he 
savagely kicked aside the body of one of the young 
female servants who, poor thing, had been sabred in 
her attempt to escape. 


CHAPTER XII 

THE FUGITIVES 

That flight proved indeed a hideous nightmare. 

Throughout those hot, stiflmg hours of oppressive 
darkness, the Baroness de Neuville — as homeless as 
those hundreds of poor people on the roads, even 
though wife of a millionaire — wandered on, Aimde 
takmg her arm tenderly. On, and still on they went, 
along the straight, op^ road which, leaving the Meuse, 
led over the hills td the straggling little whitewashed 
village of Winenne, which they at last reached. 

There they joined a hustling crowd of terror-stricken 
fugitives of aU classes, sad-eyed men, fri^t^d 
women, and wondering children, some stem, some 
crying bitterly, but all carrying bundles, or pushing 
wheelbarrows or perambulaiore otmtaining ^ they 
had saved from their lowly homes. From Winemie, 
the Baroness and her dau^ter, after trudjpn^ PB 
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with the crowd for some distance, left tlie high 
road and took a by-way, which Aim6e knew by 
motoring frequently over it, led due south across 
the hill, for ten miles or so, to Bourseigne, where 
lived the Baronne’s brother, a large landed proprietor. 
In his house they had decided to seek protection. 
The red flush of dawn had given place to the light of 
day ere they came in sight of the little place, lying 
deep in its hollow, but as they looked eagerly upon 
“ The Ch&teau ” — as the long, white, old-fashbned 
house was termed — ^their spirits feU, for it was roof- 
less, and its grim, blackened walls, alas t told their 
own tale. 

A peasant on the road told them the story. 

Three days ago the Germans had arrived and 
occupied the place, which was only three miles from 
the French frontier. Monsieur Hannaerts, the 
seigneur of the place, had been arrested as hostage 
for the good behaviour of the village, but, because 
a half-witted youth had discharged a toy-pistol at a 
German soldier, the unhappy gentleman bad been 
bound to a tel^raph pole at the roadside, and shot 
m the presence of the villagers. 

An hour later the British, under General Sir John 
French, who had ' arrived at Charleroi and had 
extended their line towards Mdalteres, began to shell 
the village, with the result that it had bemi partially 
destroyed, the Ch&teau, which had been the enemy’s 
headquarters, suflering most severely. 

The tide ci war, however, had now passed by, andf, 
when the two weary, fool^re women enter^ the 
village, they found life proceeding almost as usual. 
Those who had not be^ killed had returned to 
their wrecked and shattered homes, and were lull 
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of stones of the fierce brutality of the invader, 
which the gallant '* Anglais ” in khaki had so 
swiftly driven out. 

Naturally, much distressed at the news of her 
brother’s murder, the Baronne entered the place with 
fixed, terror-stncken eyes, that same set esqiression 
of woe and hopelessness which was seen everywhere in 
Belgium, now that the gallant little kingdom had fallen 
beneath the fire and sword of a relentless barbarian. 

On every hand great holes showed in the walls, 
tom open by the Bntish shells, many houses were 
completely demolished, and in some places only 
rubble heaps remained to show the site where houses 
had stood. In others, walls stood gaunt and blackened 
where the fire had gutted them, causmg roofs and 
windows to fall in. 

Wandering pigs were grunting in the long street, 
and big-eyed little children, now that the roar of war 
had ceased, were playing merrily among the ruins 
and finding all sorts of oddments half burned in the 
debris. One, evidently a humorist, had put on the 
spiked helmet of a dead German, and was striking 
comic attitudes, to the delight of his playfellows. 
His head being completely buried in ^e canvas- 
covered helmet, he presented a most ludicrous 
appearance. * 

“Let us find M’sieur Labarre, mother,’* suggested 
Aim^, for she tmew the place well, as they had 
often been her imcle’s guests at the now ruined 
di&teau. 

Yes,” murmured the Baronne. “ I feel so very 
feint, dear, that I really can go no further I ’* Audi 
indeed, the poor woman, refined and cultured, havmg 
tramped all through tl»t terrible nfeht In ha thin 



THE FUGITIVES 


185 


shoes, and havmg been challenged so constantly by 
soldiers in the darkness — each challenge being a 
fright lest it be that of the enemy — she was entirely 
exhausted and unnerved. 

Labarre was a farmer, who held some land belong- 
ing to Aunt’s uncle, and it was not long before 
they entered his modest house — a long, ugly, grey- 
slated place surrounded by haystacks and out- 
houses. 

Labarre, a stout, ruddy-faced man, of middle age, 
in a blue linen blouse, typic^ of the Walloon farmer, 
welcomed the poor ladies warmly and in great sur- 
pnse, and soon they were in the hands of his stout 
wife, Elise, and were drinking cups of hot boutUon, 
for, in the farms of the Ardennes, the stock-pot is 
usually simmering upon the fire. 

The long, old-fashioned room, with its heavy 
beams, its stone-paving, its row of copper cookmg- 
utensils shining m the sun, and its wide chimney and 
wooden chairs was, indeed, a haven of rest after the 
terrors of that night. 

And while they drank ttie bouilUm, the fat farmer 
lifted his hands as he told them the story of the 
German occupation. 

“ Ah I Baronne 1 It was terrible — ^very terrible,” 
he cried in his Walloon dialect. “Those pigs of 
Germans came here, took all the com I had, smashed 
my piano and thieved two of my horses. But the 
brave English drove them out. We fled when tiie 
En^ish shells began to fall, but, fortunatdy, not 
one did any damage to our house, though the big 
bam was set on fire with two haystacks^ and 
destroyed.” 

Having remained under the fanner's hospitable 
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roof for a day, Aimde, who had now completdy 
recovered, resolved to leave her mother in Madame 
Labarre’s charge, and endeavoxir to reach Dinant 
where, it was said, the telephone with Brussels had 
,been repaired. By that means she could, she hoped, 
conunumcate with her father, and ascertain what 
they should do 

^e British soldiers in khaki were now in possession 
of Bourseigne, and that communication was open 
from Dinant to Brussels, Aim^ had learnt from a 
lieutenant of the Gloucesters, a good-looking young 
fellow named Dick Fortescue, whom she had met in 
the little Place having some trouble with the Walloon 
language in a purchase of fodder he was making, and 
had offered to interpret. 

What Fortescue had told her caused her to decide, 
therefore, two hours later, there being no trains nor 
any conveyance available, she set out alone, a slim, 
pathetic little figure in dusty black, wearing a black 
shawl borrowed from the farmer’s wife, and turned 
her face westward along that white road so familiar 
to her, a highway which ran over green hills and along 
deep valleys, and wliich was the main road over which 
the lumbering, old-fashioned post dUigetuxB, with 
their jingling beUs, still passed, in peace tiihe, between 
Sedan and Dinant. t 

With her face to the deep ^ow of the sunset 
she trudged forward, her thoughts reverting, as they 
always did, to Edmond — ^her Edmond 1 

“ Where is he ? ” she murmured, as her white, hard- 
set lips moved. “ What can have happened to him ? " 

Was he lying stUl and dead—- buried perhaps in a 
nameless grave— or was he s1^] fi^^ting valiantly in 
defence of his country and his Kjng | 
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H he were, he would, ^erever he might be, still 
be thinking ol her. Of that she was confident, for 
they loved each other with a firm, all-absorbing and 
eternal love, a love that could never be shaken, and 
that could never die. 

The light the fading day darkened into the 
blood-red afterglow, and before her there rose the 
lowenng clouds of mght, as alone and unprotected 
she still bent forward, with sixteen miles to cover ere 
she reached the narrow, cobbled streets of Dinant. 
Ten miles away on her left stood S6v6iac, now, alas 1 
but a smouldering ruin, and over in that direction 
she could hear the distant booimng of heavy guns, 
for that fvening the British, acqmtting themselves 
so bravely, were fighting Von Kuck all along the 
line from Mons, through Charleroi, to near M6zieres. 
They were stemnung the German invasion, and while 
the flower of the German Army was being hurled 
against them, they swept them off even though the 
Kaiser, in his insane arrogance, had issued as his 
“ Imperial command ’* that General French’s “ con- 
temptible little army ” should be crushed out of 
existence. 

In her tom and dusty black gown, and patent 
leather shoes, worn badly down by the long tramp 
from S^v^rac, Aim4e, though weary and footsore, did 
not lose heart. She was gratified that her mother 
was in a [dace of safety, and now, if she could only 
'communicate with her father, they would, no doubt, 
be aide to get to Ostend, and perhaps over to En^and. 
So she went folwacd with the distant rumble of artillery 
ever in her ears, ^tdiile as darkness tell, she turned 
aside to notice a fierce red glare in the sl^ far away 
across the Meuse, in the direction of Fhfflipeville. 
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Over the)% another town had no doubt been given 
to the flames. 

At the village of Mai voisin she met several thousands 
of refugees commg towards France, raismg clouds of 
suffocating dust. They were peasants driven by the 
enemy out of the peaceful valley of the windmg 
Ourthe, and were hoping to find shelter across the 
frontier in France. Now and then there passed 
clattering squadrmis of Belgian cavalry, the little 
yellow tassels hanging gaily from the front of their 
caps, while ever and anon there lumbered past, in 
the dim light, great grey-painted siege-guns, long 
trains of ammunition - wagons, red - cross motor- 
ambulances, and endless bnes of transports of all 
sorts. 

Squads of infantry marched gmly to martial airs, 
or the men sang the latest popular songs of the eafi- 
ckantant, while there also passed several machine-guns 
drawn by their dog-teams. 

Presently Aimde joined three tearful, homeless 
women, one of whom trundled an old rickety per- 
ambulator filled with her household goods, l^ey 
had come from Rossignol, forty miles distant, which 
had been sacked and burned by a Uhlan patrol, and 
they described to her the terrible scene. Therefore, 
in company, the tria pushed forward until at length 
they entered a long ^k street of shattered houses, 
which Aim6e recognised, to her amazement, as that 
of Anseremme. Yes! ’BierB was the little Hotel 
Beau S^our whera she and Edmmid had spent so 
many sunny hours in secret together, but alas I its 
walls were now gaunt and roofless. It had been 
gutted hy fire, while the pleasant little ierraage beside 
the river was heaped with the debris of fallan walls. 
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She sighed as she passed the place 'which held for 
her so many fond memories, and again pressed for- 
ward with blistered feet, on past that great high 
split rock, through which the road runs beside the 
river, known as the Roche Bayard, until at length 
she found herself in the long dark street of half -ruined 
houses that led straight mto the little Place at 
Dinant. 

Arrived there, she halted aghast. The long bridge 
had fallen, a wreck, into the river, and there were 
signs everywhere of the ruthless bombardment a 
week before, when happily the Germans had been 
driven out and had retired. But at that hour, about 
half-past ten o'clock, the place was as silent as the 
grave. Everywhere was rum and desolation, while 
m the air was still the pungent odour of burnt wood, 
the woodwork of houses set on fire by the Goman 
shells. 

There being neither gas nor electricity, an oil lamp 
had been hung upon a nail on a wall, and it was near 
this that the girl was standing. She was well known 
in Dinant as daughter of the Baron who held the 
^urse-strings of Belgium, and, with her mother, 
frequently came to the little town in their car. 

She stood hesitating as to whom she should ask a 
favour and allow her to telephone to Brussels, when 
she was suddenly startled by a familiar voice behind 
her, and holding her breath, she faced the man who 
had addressed her. 

It was a Belgian soldier. 

It was Edmund Valenthi I 
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CHAPTER Xm 

BCFORE THE STORM 

“ Aim£e I ’’ he gasped. “ You / ” 

“ Dieu ! Edmond. You ! — fancy you hertt just at 
the moment when 

“ When — what ? ” he echoed. “ Tell me, why are 
you here — ^in this place ? Why are you not in 
Brussels ? It is not safe for you here, my 
darling 1 ” 

And he placed his hand tenderly upon her shoulder 
and, in the dim light of the lantern, looked straight 
mto her dear face. 

She gazed at him. He was in his heavy military 
overcoat, with a rifle slung upon his shoulder, for he 
had come down mto the town from the fortress above, 
where his machine-gun was posted, in order to 
take a message from his captain to the captain of 
infantry holdmg the head of the wrecked bridge 
close by. 

A few brief, hasty words sufiSced to explain the 
terrible scene at S4r4rac; how she and her mother 
had fled, and the reason of her long tramp to Dinant. 
There, in that dark, silent little square before the 
ruined church, with the hi^ ruined old fbrtr^ on 
the cliff above, he drew her weary head down upon 
his hreast, imprinting upon her white brow a kmg, 
passionate kiss, and murmuring ; ‘ 

“ Ah I my ^ling, 1 have prayed to God that 1 
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might be spared to see you once again — if only just 
once — ^for the last time 1 ” 

“No, no,” she cried, lifting her lips to his, and 
kissing him long and fervently. “No. We shall 
win, Edmond, and you wiU live. Right and justice 
are, surely, upon our side, and we shall vanquish this 
German enemy of civilisation. Brute force can 
never win in the face of Providence and God’s good* 
will.” 

“True, darling. But you must save yourself,” 
he urged. And, hastily, he told her of the attack 
upon Li^ge, the retreat to the Meuse, the bom- 
bardment of Oinant, and the valiant manner in 
which the defenders had fought and retaken the 
citadel. 

In those five minutes in which the devoted pair 
stood together in the dim, flickermg light, he held her 
in his strong embrace. Their affection was a fierce 
and passionate devotion, the fire of a love unquench- 
able. He repeated m her ear his fervent love for her, 
and then he added in a hard voice : 

“ Aim4e, if in this terrible fight for life I fall, and 
we do not meet again, I want you to promise me one 
thmg. Will you, darling ? ” 

“ Of course, Edmond. What is it ? ” 

'* That you will never consent^o marry that man, 
Aznaud Bigaux— our enemy ? ” 

“ 1 will never marry him, Edmond. 1 would rather 
die first I” 

“ You promise me that 7 he asked eagerly. 

“ 1 promise you. Before I consent I would rather 
take my own life. I swear to you that 1 will never be 
the wife of Amaud Rigaux.” 
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“ Bien ! Remember alwa3rs that he is our mutual 
enemy — ^yours and mine,” he said in a hard, deter* 
mined tone. Then he again kissed her, reassured by 
her fervent promise. 

As they stood beneath the lamplight, a sentry 
passed them, his bayonet gleanung beneath the 
fitful light. But they were both in ignorance 
that, away m the shadow of a doorway, a 
man who had just entered the square had with- 
drawn to watch the affectionate pair — out of 
curiosity perhaps. 

Lovers are always interesting to the curious, yet 
this man who had hitherto walked very briskly, had 
suddenly stopped and withdrawn to the shadow, so 
suddenly indeed, that the heavy-footed sentry had 
not detected his light steps. 

Had Edmond Yalentm known that he was being 
spied upon, then woe-betide the watcher I The 
Belgians were again in occupation of the town, and 
any suspicious character was at once arrested as a 
German spy, of whom there were so many hundreds 
swarming all over the country. 

As it was, the pair stood m utter ignorance of the 
sharp watchful eyes upon them, and in the silence of 
the night, continued in low undertones their assur- 
ances of affection. • 

Away across the river — beyond the ruins of the old 
Ch&teau of Cr^ve-Coeur— a fierce red light rose until 
it glared m the night sky, the toll of war paid by the 
poor defenceless peasantry, to those barbaric hordes 
of ” kultur *' who were sweeping across Belgium with 
rapine, fire, and sword. At no crime or outrage, 
torture or deseciationf were those hirelings of the 
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Master Criminal of Earth now hesitating. The 
modem Judas, who had stretched out the hand of 
friendship to Great Britain, to Russia, to France and 
to Belgium, falsely proclaimuig himself the AposUe of 
Peace, and endeavourmg to bhnd the world to his 
true intentions, had now revealed himself as the 
world’s bitterest, most dastardly, and most low-down 
enemy, who was makmg what he was pleased to 
term “frightful examples” m an endeavour to 
terrify and to stagger humanity. 

“ 1 fear that you will not be able to telephone to 
your father, darling,” Edmond was saymg. “ Only 
an hour ago communication was again interrupted. 
Some Uhlans have cut the wires, I suppose. They do 
so every day. Your only chance will be to try and 
get through to Bmssels yourself — only it is so far 
away, now that there is no rail or motors — sixty 
miles, or more.” 

“ But what shall I do ? ” she asked. “ What do 
you advise, Edmond ? ” 

What could he advise? He stood before her, 
unable to reply. ^ 

So engrossed were they in their conversation that 
4 they did not notice that, after the sentry had passed 
across the square to the comer of the narrow Rue 
Grande, up which Aim4e had trudged, the dark 
civilian fi^re in the doorway had sUpped across 
the Grand Place, and was again engulfed in the 
shadows. 

“ You can go no further to-night, dearest,” he said. 
“ You know this place — Dinant. Why not go to the 
'Hdtel de I’Ep^e yond«r, up the street, and remain 
Jpere till morning ? Then 1 will get penoisstoa to 
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come and see you, and we can decide upon'sor 
plan.” 

” Ah I yes I ” she cried. ” Uncle Francois 1 1 
know the dear old fellow. His son was in our service 
as chauffeur two years ago. What an excellent idea ! 
Yes. I will go at once. But without money will he 
take me in ? ” she queried with hesitancy. 

“ Never fear, darling I ” he laughed. “ The 
daughter of the Baron de Neuville has unlimited 
credit m any town in Belgium. But alas ! ” he added, 
must go, sweetheart, for I have to deliver an 
immediate message, and obtam a reply. I may be 
too late if I do not hurry.” 

” Yes — go, Edmond,*’ she said, just a little re- 
luctantly. ‘‘ Carry out your duty. I know my way 
to Uncle Fran 5 ois’ quite well. Au revoir ! ” 

“Till to-morrow, my own darling,” he said, and 
holdmg her agam in his strong embrace for a few 
seconds, he imprinted upon her white, op^ brow, 
fond passionate caresses in all the ecstasy of their 
mutual love. 

As he held her in his arms, in the dark silent 
Grand Place, the sharp sound of a bugle broke 
upon their ears. It was blown £rom the citadel 
above. 

“ The alarm 1 ”• gasped her lover breathlessly. 
“ Dteu / What can have happened ? ” In a moment 
the call was repeated, and echoed across tiie river, 
while next second there was the rattle of rifleshots in 
the darkness, and from the rodi:, above yrhect they 
stood, opened out long white beams of intense light 
which slowly swept the valley up and down. 

Suddenly the quick pom-pom-pom of a Maxim — 
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' ^^mond's Maxim — broke the quiet, followed by a 
P d flash and a terrific explosion above them. 

The Belgians had discovered that the enemy, under 
cover of darkness, were makmg another attack upon 
the town 1 

"You cannot stay here, darling," Edmond cried, 
in frantic haste. “Run along to Uncle Fran 90 is*. 
He has big cellars there. Remam below in them 
until the storm has passed. I must get back to my 
gun." And he kissed her again breathlessly, saying, 
“ GJood-bye, darling — ^till to-morrow." 

Once more the heavy guns upon the citadel 
flashed and roared. No time was now to be 
lost. 

" We are attacked again I " cried Valentin. " Run 
along to the Ep^e 1 You will be safe there. Run 
quickly ” — and he kissed her m hasty farewell. Then 
they {^ed. 

She had only a couple of hundred yards to go to 
gam the old-fashioned inn. He watched her dis- 
appear around the comer, then, as fast as his legs 
could carry him, he ascended the hill-side to where 
his men, posted with their machine-gun, were already 
firing. 

By this time, however, the whole town was agog. 
'The alarm signals had aroused everyone. It was, 
indeed, an awful rnghtmare^ The barbaric enemy 
were again upon them for a second time 1 

A German armoured motor-car had suddenly swept 
dewn the Rue St. Jacques — ^whidi tan behind the 
Rue Grande— aiiid was firing with its madune-gun 
into the windows of houses without warning or 
provocation. 
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Behiml it, rode a large body of Uhlans, who at 
once ran through, with their lances, those of tha 
peaceful inhabitants who opened their doors to 
ascertain the cause of the firing. 

Aim6e succeeded in gaining the door of the ancient 
inn only just m time, knocking frantically, and 
obtaining admittance, while Unde Fran90is, recog- 
nising her, was at once eager for information as to 
what had happened to the Baron. At the moment 
the girl entered the shelter of the house, bullets were 
already sweeping up the streets. 

Dmant had been attacked suddenly by a force 
under Lieutenant-Colond Beeger, one of the most 
arrogant Huns of the Kaiser — a monster, who dealt 
death upon defenceless women and children, and who 
had been sent by his supenors to repeat the “ frightful 
examples” of Aerschot and of Vis6. The shaip, 
relentless talons of the Prussian eagle had, alas! 
been set into the little place, peaceful, quiet, and 
unoffending as it had always been throughout the 
ages. 

Within five minutes the town arose from its silence 
to a pandemonium of noise. Edmond, who had 
climbed up the four hundred steps leading to the 
latadel to his machine-gun, saw but little of the 
Dantean scene below. His pom-pom was now spitting 
death down into the Grand Pl^, but sudd^y he 
slackened the fire in fear lest lie might be sending 
to the grave any of those brave Dinantais, whom 
he could not distinguish from the enemy in the 
darkness. 

Meanwhile, Aim6e stood in the great cellars of the 
Hotd of the Sword, huddled witii a hun^%d osiers of 
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all ages and all classes, and fearing for her. lover in 
that violent storm which had so suddenly burst 
upon them. 

How would it end ? What could the end be ? 


CHAPTER XIV 

HOLD BY THB BNEMY 

The long, narrow street was being swept by a hail of 
lead. Once again was Dinant stncken. 

The Germans — ordered by the assassin who led 
them — were firing indiscnminately mto the hous^ 
as they rode along. 

A woman sleepmg in the top room of the hotel waa 
killed, while, m the next house, a poor little child waa 
mortally wounded, and died in its mother’s arms. 
Those who opened their doors, startled at the com* 
motion, were all ruthlessly shot down. The marauders, 
more savage than the wamors of the Khalifa, spared 
nobody, 

Aim^, seated upon a mouldy winC'barrd in the 
stuffy cellar amid that crowd of temfied women, 
hstened to the firing, keenly apprehensive of Edmmid’s 
fate. That sudden and unexpected meetmg now 
seemed to her like some strange dream. 

Hiding there, she knew not the savage, awful 
acts that were being committed by the Kaisra’s 
assassins, acts which were but the prdude of a r eign 
of terror. 

“ Do not be distressed, MademoueUe,” mged old 
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Uacle Fran9ois, placing his big, heavy hand kindly 
upon the giil’s shoulder. “ You ate safe here, and 
b^des, our soldiers will soon drive out the enemy, 
as they did before.” 

As he spoke, the earth shook beneath the roar of 
a big field-gun. 

“ Hark I They are firing upon them from the 
citadel I ” he added. 

That mght proved one of breathless suspense. The 
sound of intermittent firing could be heard, even 
down m that vaulted cellar, together with the heavier 
explosions which, ever and anon, shook the ancient 
place to its very foundations. 

Uncle Francois and his daughter busied themselves 
in making coffee for the refugees, poor, frantic women, 
who dreaded what fate might b^all their husbands 
and brothers. Many of them knelt piously and aloud 
besought the protection of the Alimghty against the 
barbanans. 

Dawn came at last, and with it large masses of 
German troops swept into the town. Some sharp 
fighting had^ occurred along the heights above the 
Meuse, but during the night the gallant defenders 
had been driven out of the town, being compelled to 
fall back along the wide valley towards Namur. 

Edmond Valentin worked his gun valiantly, with 
a fierce, dogged determination not to leave Aim^ in 
the hands of the brutal soldiery. 

But it was all to no purpose. The order was given 
to retire, and he was compelled to withdraw with his 
comrades under cover of darkness. 

“The pigs shall diet” he muttered fierce^ to 
himseU. He clenched his teeth, and, even alt^ the 
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order to “cease fire,** he still worked his- Maxim, 
mowing down a squad of twenty or so German in- 
fantrymen who bad ]ust entered the Place below, 
at the spot where he and Aim^c had stood together 
only a short time before. 

Aimde was down there, in that stricken town 1 
Could he thus abandon her to her fate I 

He blamed himself for advismg her to go to 
the house of Uncle Francois. She should have 
kept on the road towards Namur, for had she 
done so, she would have now been beyond the 
danger zone 

A shrapnel bullet had grazed his left wrist, and 
around it he had hastily wrapped a piece of dirty 
rag, which was now already saturated with blood. 
But in his chagrm at their compulsory retreat, he 
heeded not his m]ury. The welfare of the sweet girl, 
whom he loved more dearly than his own life, was his 
only thought. 

His brigade, thus driven from their position, with- 
drew in the darkness over the hills to behind the 
village of Houx, where the long railway-bridge cross- 
ing the Meuse, destroyed a few days ago by the 
defenders, was now lying a wreck of twisted ironwork 
in the stream. There they took up a second de- 
fensive position. •]. 

But meanwhile in Dinant the Germans, filled with 
the blood-lust of triumph, and urged on by their 
cultured “ darlings ’’ of Berlin drawing-rooms — ^those 
degenerate elegants who were receiving tin crosses 
from their Kaise^ because of the “ frightful exam ples ** 
they w^ making — now committing atrocities 
more abominable even than tiiose once committed in 
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Bulgaria, and denounced by the whole civilised 
world. 

Into the big, Ul-lit cellar descended a terrified 
woman who told an awful story. German soldiers 
were smashing in the doors of every house, and 
murdering everybody found within. 

“ My poor husband has just been killed before my 
very eyes I ” shrieked the poor, half-demented crea- 
ture. “ My two children also I The brutes I They 
stabbed them with their bayonets 1 I flew, and they 
did not catch me. They are arrestmg all women, and 
taking them up to the Monastery. They will be here 
soon.” 

'* Here I ” gasped Aim^, her face suddenly white 
as death. “ Surely they will not come here 1 ” she 
cried. 

" They will 1 ” shouted the frantic, half-crazed 
woman, who had seen her beloved husband fall be- 
neath the bullets of the soldiers ere they, laughingly, 
set fire to her house. They will 1 ” 

Scarcely had she spoken before a young 
man, Pierre Fi^vet, a nephew of Uncle Francois, 
limped down the broken steps into the cellar, 
wounded in the foot, and, calling the old man 
aside, said in a low voice in his native Walloon 
dialect : * 

“Don’t alarm the womhn. But the situation 
outside is fearful.” He was a young doctor, and 
well known in Dinant. “ About sixty workmen at 
the cotton-mill, together with our friend Hinmier» 
the manager, have just been found in hiding under a 
culvert,” he added. “11i6y have all shot — 

everyone of thm. The sddieis are using boihbs to 
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set file to the houses everywhere. It is ^ laguig 
furnace outside 1 ” 

“ Dieu ! " gasped the old man. “ What shall we 
do ? » 

Heaven help us I I do not know.’* replied the 
young doctor. “ I only just managed to escape with 
my life. I saw, only a minute or two ago, in the 
Place d’Armes, quite two hundred men and boys — 
old men of seventy-five and boys of twelve, many of 
whom I knew — drawn up, and then shot down by a 
machme-gun. P^e Jules, our old friend, was among 
them — and surely he was fully eighty I ” 

“ Holy Jesu ! May God place His curse upon these 
Germans 1 ” cried the old fellow fervently. “ As 
surely as there is a God in heaven, so assuredly shall 
we be avenged by a Hand which is stronger and 
more relentless than the Kaiser’s in wreakmg ven- 
geance. What else do you know ? ’* he inquired 
eagerly. 

“ ^vier Wasseige, manager of the Banque de la 
Meuse, has been shot, together with his two sons, 
and Camille Fisette and his little boy of twelve have 
also been murdered. They are wiping out the whole 
district of Saint M4dart, between the station and 
the bridge. All is in flames. The soldiers are 
worse than Afncan savages. The new post-office haa 
been burnt and blown up. It is only a heap of 
ruins." 

Uncle Francois knit his grey brows, and gazed 
steadily into his nephew’s eyes. 

" Look here 1 Are you lying, Pierre ? " he aslKd. 
" Have you really seen all this 1 ” 

" Yes. I have seen it with fiay own ey^.” 
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“ 1 don't believe you,” declared the old man 
bluntly. ' “ I will go out and see for myself what 
these German fiends are doing.” 

“ Oh ! In the name of God, don’t 1 ” cried his 
nephew in quick apprehension. “ You will certainly 
be killed. The whole of the Rue Sax, along by the 
nver bank, is burning. Not a single house has 
escaped. They intend, it seems, to destroy all our 
town, on both sides of the river, now that they have 
repaired their pontoon. Thmk that we have lived in 
Dinant to witness this I ” 

“ But what shall we do ? ” gasped the poor old 
fellow. “ How can we save these poor women ? ” 

His words were overheard by Aim6e, who rose 
quickly and came forward, asking : 

“ H^at has happened ? ” and, indicating the young 
man, she asked, What has this gentleman been 
telling you ? ” 

” Oh — well — ^nothing very important, Mademoi- 
selle,” Fran 9 ois answered with hesitation. “ This is 
Doctor Pierre Fi6vet, my nephew, and he has just 
brought me a message. There is no real danger, 
Mademoiselle,” he assured her. ” Our splendid 
troops are still close by, and wiU drive the invaders 
out, as before. The brigand, Von Emimch, will 
meet his deserts before long, depend upon it, my dear 
Mademoiselle.” * 

The girl, thus assure^, ^thdrew to allow the two 
men to continue their conversation, which she bdieved 
to be of a private character. 

“Don’t alarm these women, Pierre,” whispered 
old Francois. “Poor creatures, they are suffering 
enough already,”. 
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“ But what will you do ? What can you do ? At 
any moment they may bum down this place — and 
you will all be suffocated like rats in a hole.” 

" And, surely, that will be a far better fate for the 
women, than if the soldiers seize them,” was the old 
man’s hard response. “I, and your cousin Marie, 
will die with them here — ^if it is necessary. I, for one, 
am not afraid to die. I have made my peace with 
God. I am too old and feeble to handle a rifle, but 
when I was young I was a soldier of Belgium. Our 
little country has shown the world that she can fight. 
If the great wave of Germany sweeps further upon us 
we must necessanly be crushed out of existence. But 
the Powers, France, England, and Russia, will see 
that our memory — our grave — ^is avenged. I still be- 
lieve, Pierre, in our country, and in our good King 
Albert 1 " 

” Forty men over at the brewery of Nicaise Frdres, 
who were found in the cellars an hour ago, were 
brought out and shot,” the young man said. ” But 
ah ! mon oncle, you should have witnessed the scene 
in the Place d’Annes — ^how they placed our poor, 
irmocent townspeople against the wall — ranging them 
in rows, under pretence that the German Colonel was 
to address them. A imserable spy, who spoke Walloon 
as fluently as I do myself, shputed that Colond 
Beeger wished to speak to them, and to urge them to 
bow to the inevitable, and become German subjects. 
They were all attention, ready to listen, and little 
dreaming the awful fate in store for them. They 
never foresaw the German treachery until a little grey 
machine-gun at the 'Corner, with the four m^ b^nd 
it, suddenly rattled out, and in a few moments the 
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whole of them were wallowing in their own life-blood. 
Ah I it was fearful, cruel, inhnmaTi — ghastly ! And 
this is in our civilised age I ’* 

“ Pierre,” exclaimed the good-natured old fellow 
softly, so that the women in that dank Dantesque 
vault should not overhear.* “ Our God is the God of 
justice and of righteousness. These murderers may 
wreck and desecrate our churches ; they may kill our 
dear devoted pnests ; they may ridicule our religion, 
yet the great God who watches over us will, most 
assuredly, gnnd in His mill the arrogant nation that 
has sought to crush the world beneath Prussian 
despotism. We may die to-day in our good cause, 
but the Kaiser to-morrow will be hurled down and 
die accursed by humanity, and damned to hell by 
his Creator I ” 

” True, our poor people are falling beneath German 
bullets — though they have committed no offence 
against the German nation — yet what can you do 
here ? You seem to be caught in a trap. What 
shall you do with these women ? ” 

“ Heaven knows I ” gasped the honest old fellow. 
“ What can I do ? What do you suggest ? ” and he 
wrung his hands. 

At that moment a white-haired old man, nearly 
aghty years of age^ staggered down the broken steps, 
shrieking : 

*' Ah 1 Let me die 1 Let me die 1 The brutes 
ate shooting men and boys in the Place, and now the 
soldiers are here — to InUusaUI” 

A terrible panic ensued at those significant words. 
The women huddled t(^ther, shrieked and screamed, 
for there, sure enough, came down the stone steps 
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B grey<coated German soldier in spiked 'canvas- 
covered helmet, shouting roughly some command in 
German, and carrying his gleaimng bayonet fixed 
before him. 

'* You women must all come up out of here I ” cried 
a stem voice in bad IVench, as several other soldiers 
followed the first who had descended, until a dozen 
stood in the cellar. 

The poor frightened creatures shneked, waUed, and 
prayed for protection. 

But the brutal soldiers, led by a swaggering young 
lieutenant of the Brandenburg infantry, were obdurate 
and commenced to roughly ill-treat the women, and 
cuff them towards the steps. 

Uncle Franfois raised his voice in loud protest, but 
next second a shot rang sharply out, and he fell dead 
upon the stones, a bullet through his heart, while the 
brute who had shot him roughly kicked his body aside 
with a German oath. 

Such an action cowed them all. 

A silence fell — ^the gnm, temble silence of those 
caught in a death-trap, for the women were now held 
by the enemy, and they knew, alas ! too well, what 
their fate would now be — either dishonour or death. 
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CHAPTER XV 

BETEAYS IHB TRAITOR 

The few moments that followed were indeed full of 
grim horror. 

An old peasant woman, standmg by Aim4e, in her 
frenzy, spat at one of the German soldiers, whereupon 
he struck her in the breast with his bayonet, and, 
with a piercing shriek, the poor thing fell, her 
thm, bony hands clutching at the stones in her 
death agony. 

“ Come I no loitering I ” shouted the young officer 
brutally, in French. “ We must have you cellar-rats 
out above ground.” Then, catching sight of Aun^e, 
he approached her, and spoke some words in German. 
She knew the language well, but did not reply, pre- 
tendmg that she did not understand. 

At that moment there was a struggle on the stone 
stairway, which was narrow and wmding, and his 
attention became diverted from her, whereupon the 
big, grey-coated infantryman, who had shot poor 
Uncle IVansois, strode up to her and leered in her 
face. ^ 

She turned her head. 

He placed his heavy hand upon her shoulder, 
saying, m his bad French : 

“ My gjrl, you are young and very pretty— to be 
sure!” 

And then she saw, by his flushed fkce and bright 
eyes, that he had been drinking. The Germans 
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drank up whatever they could loot-~5pirits, wme, 
beer, liqueurs, aperatifs — all the contents of the 
caf6s. 

The girl, though defoiceless, drew herself up 
quickly, and replied in German, with the words : 

“ 1 see no reason why you should msult me I ” 

" Insult I ” he laughed roughly. “ Ah, you will 
see. We shall teach you rats, who live down here in 
holes, a lesson. Get along — ^and quiekly.” 

And he prodded her with his bayonet towards 
where the others, driven like sheep, were stumbling 
up the dark, slippery steps of the ancient vault. 

She went forward without a murmur. The fate of 
the others was to be hers also. 

Where was Edmond ? If he were there he would 
certamly teach those brutes a severe lesson. But 
alas 1 he was' not there. The Belgians had been 
driven out, and they, weak and defenceless, were held 
by a fierce relentless set of savages. The whole 
world was now learning the vanity of attempting to 
distmguish between the Germany of “ culture *' and 
the panoplied brutality of Prussian arrogance. 

I With the others, Aunde had ascended the steps and 
^ had gained the big ancient kitchen of the inn. 

A number of the elder women had been pushed 
forward out into the street, wher^ some screamed in 
sudden madness at seeing the bodies of men lying in 
the roadway. But Aim^e, with half a dozen or so 
of the younger women, were detained by the officer, 
who had just given a sharp order to his men. 

Suddenly the young elegant in command went 
outside, leaving the women to suffer the indignities 
, of a dozen or so soldiers teft to guard them. The 
f 
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big infantryman again approached Aimde, but she 
would speak no funner word. 

Suddenly, in the doorway, there appeared the 
figure of a major, at whose word the men quickly 
drew up to attention. 

Aim^ looked at him, scarce believing her own eyes. 

Was she dreaming ? 

She stood starmg at him. Though his uniform was 
strat^e, his face was only too familiar. 

It was Amaud Rigaux. 

“ M’sieur Rigaux 1 You 1 ” she gasped. “ You — 
a German ! ” 

Yes, Mademoiselle,” he laughed. “ I have been 
searchmg everywhere for you. It is indeed fortunate 
that I am here in time. This, surely, is no place 
for you.” 

” Searching for me ? ” she echoed. “ How did 
you know I was here — Dinant ? And, tell me — 
why are you, a Belgian — ^wearing the Prussian 
uniform 7 " 

Truly the meeting was a dramatic one. 

He laughed lightly, replying hastily : 

”My dear Aim^, I explam all that later. 
Come. Get away with me, while there is yet time.” 
Then, whispering in her ear, he added : ” These men 
are mostly drunk. Qui(^ 1 Come with me, and I 
will place you in safety.” 

” But I cannot understand,” the girl cried, still in 
hesitation, “Why are you here — ^with the enemy, 
and in the enemy’s uniform 7 

“ This is surely no time for questions or «plana* 
tions,” he urged. And, turning to the soldiim, be 
gave an order to mardi the remaining women out of 
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the house. “Let me save Aimfe,” he added 
in French, turning to her. 

“ How 7 How can you save me ? ’* she inquired, 
^'instinctively mistrusting him. The very fact that 
he was dressed as a German officer had aroused grave 
suspicion in her mind. 

“ I have my car in waiting, away beyond the 
German lines. Come with me. Don’t hesitate. 
Trust yourself in my care, I beg of you, Made- 
moiselle.” 

“ I want to get to my father,” she said, still 
hesitatmg. 

“ He is in Brussels. I will take you to him — on 
one condition,” and he placed his hand upon her 
arm and looked earnestly into her pale, agitated 
countenance. 

“ What condition 7 ” she inquired, staitmg quickly 
at his touch. He made conditions, even m that hour 
of direst peril t Dinant was aflame, and hundreds 
of innocent people were now being murdered by the 
Kaiser’s Huns. 

^ “ The condition, Aim4e,” he said, looking straight 
‘into her eyes very seriously, “ is that you will become 
^my wife.” 

“ Your wife, M’sieur Rigaux — never / ” 

" You refuse 1 ” he cried, a brutal note in his 
hard voice. “ You refuse. Mademoiselle,” he added 
threateningly^” and so you prefer to remain here, in 
the bands of the soldiery. They will have but little 
respect for the daughter of the Baron de NeuviUe, 
1 assure you.” 

She turned upon him fieredy, like a tigressi re- 
tortmg : 
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“ Those men, as they have proved them- 

selves to be, will have just as much respect for me as 
you yourself have — you, a traitor who, though a 
Belgian, are now wearmg a Prussian uniform I ” 

The man laughed in her face, and she saw in his 
countenance a fierce, fiendish, even terrible expression 
such as she had never seen there before. Gradually 
it was beginning to da^vn upon her that this man who 
could move backwards and forwards through the 
opposing lines, dressed as a German officer, must be 
a spy, 

“ Very well,” he said. “ If you so desire, I will 
leave you to your fate — the wretched fate of those 
women who have just been driven out from here. 
The enemy has set his hand heavily upon you at last,” 
he laughed. ** And you Belgians may expect neither 
pity nor respect,” ' 

“ Ah, then I know you 1 ” she cried. “ You are 
not Belgian — ^but German — ^you, who have posed so 
long as my father’s intimate friend — you, who 
thought to mislead us — ^who schemed to bring the 
enemy into our midst. Though you have uttered 
words of love to me, I see you now, exposed as a 
spy — as an enemy — as one who should be tried and 
shot as a traitor 1 ” 

She did not sp^ her words in the mad frenzy of 
the moment. 

“ You speak harshly/' he growled. ” If you do 
not have a care, you shall pay for this 1 ” 

” I will. 1 would rath« die here now, than be- 
come the wife of a low« cunning spy, who has posed 
as one of ourselves while he has bem in secret rdation 
with the enemy all the time. I hate you, Amaud 
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Rigaux — I haU you / " shV^ked the giTd. " Do 
your worst to me I The worst cannot be worse than 
death — and even that I prefer, to further association 
with one who wears the Prussian uniform, and who 
is leading the enemy into our country. Your cul- 
tured friends have burned and sacked Siv4rac. Let 
them sack the whole of Belgium if they will, but our 
men have still the spint to defend themselves, just 
as I have to-day. I defy you, clever, cunning spy 
that you are. Hear me 1 *' she cned, her white 
teeth set, her head low upon her shoulders, and her 
hands clenched as she stood before him, half crouched 
as a hunted animal ready to sprmg. “You men 
who make war upon women may try and crush us, 
but you will never crush me. Go, and escape in your 
car if you will. Pass through the Belgian lines back 
to Brussels. But, though only a defenceless girl, 1 
am safer even in the hands of this barbarian enemy 
than in the hands of a traitor like you 1 ” 

“ Very well, girl — choose your own fate,” laughed 
the man roughly. “ You refuse to go with me-— eh ? ” 

“ Yes,” she said. “ I refuse. 1 hate the sight of 
your treacherous face. Already I liave told my 
father so.” 

“ Your father is no longer a person to be regarded,” 
the man declared. " He is alreai^ ruined financially. 
I have seen to that, never fear. You ace no longer 
the daughter of Baron de Neuville, but the daughter of 
a man whom this war has brought to ruin and to 
bankruptcy. It should be an honour to you, daughter 
of a ruined man, that I should oSer you marriage.” 

“ I am engaged to marry Edmond Valentin,” ^ 
replied, 
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“ Bah I' a mere sol^iic'r. If he is not already dead 
he soon will be. Germany flicks away the Belgian 
army like so many grains of sawdust before the wind.” 

” No. Edmond is honest and just. He will 
live,” she cried. “And you, the spy and traitor, 
will die an ignoble death t ” 

“ Well,” he laughed defiantly. “ We shall see all 
about that, Mademoiselle. We have been long pre- 
paring for this coup — ^for the destruction of your 
snug little kingdom, and now we are here we shall 
follow Bismarck’s plan, and not leave your country 
even their eyes to weep with. It will be swept from 
end to end — and swept still again and again, until it 
IS Belgian no longer, but German — ^part of the world- 
empire of our great Kaiser.” 

Tlie fellow did not further disguise that he was a 
German agent — ^he who had posed as a patriotic 
Belgian, was there in Dinant, dressed in Prussian 
imiform. 

The trembling girl stood amazed. The ghastly 
truth was, to her, one horrible, awful nightmare. 

“Your great Kaiser, as you call him, does not 
intimidate me,” she replied boldly. “ Go, Amaud 
Rigaux, and leave me to my fate, whatever you 
dedde it to be. I will never accept the friendly 
ofiSces of a man whc^is a traitor and a spy.” 

Rigaux bit his lip. Those were the hardest words 
that had ever been spoken to him. He had been on 
a mission into the German lines, and only by pore 
chance had he recognised her with Valentin, standing 
in the Place on the previous night. 

His cunning brain was already working out a 
swift yet subtle tevenga. Aim^ 1^ attracted him. 
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and he had marked her down %9 his victim by fair 
means or by foul. But her defiance had now upset 
all his calculations. To his surpnse she preferred 
death itself, to the renunciation of her vow to Edmond 
Valentin. 

He hesitated. He held her in his relentless hands. 
That she knew. Death was to be her fate, and she 
stood, with pale face, bold and defiant — prepared 
to meet it. 


CHAPTER XVI 

THE EIBE OF FATE 

Outside in the streets could be heard the sound of 
rifle-fire, while the air was filled with the pungent 
odour of powder, and of burning wood. 

The whole town had, by that time, become a verit* 
able hell. Not far along the street, indeed in sight 
of the Hotel of the Sword, forty or so innocent men — 
honest workers at a neighbounng factory — had been 
drawn up against a wall. The front row was ordered 
to kneel, with their hands up, the others remaining 
standmg behind them. A platooy of soldiers suddenly 
drew up in face of these unhappy men, with their 
rifles ready. In vain did the frantic women beg for 
mercy for their sons, husbands, and brothers. But 
the ofiicer, griiming, ordered his men to fire. Some 
fell forward, dead, others were only slightly wounded. 
But the soldiers, to make sure, fired three voUeya 
into that heap of men in their death throes. Such 
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fell, hellish 'work had been ordered “ as examples " 
by the glittering War Lord — the man who declared 
that Gk>d was his guide in his arrogant desire to rule 
the world. Those poor fellows were, even while 
their bodies were still warm, thrown into a pit dug in 
a neighbouring garden. 

Further up the same sixeet, a poor old paralytic 
was shot in his invalid-chair, together with a bright 
little boy of twelve, and their bodies were kicked 
aside into a doorway, while, at the same time, a man 
of sixty-five, his wife, his son and his daughter, were 
set up against the wall of their burning house and 
shot. And none of them had committed any 
crime 1 

Here and there were loud explosions. The soldiers, 
who had pillaged the caf^ and drunk mdiscrimi- 
nately all they could find, were blowing open the 
safes of merchants and shopkeepers with dynamite, 
and stealing all they could discov». They were 
mere brigands. 

The Faubourg de Leffe, near the broken viaduct 
of the railway, was already in flames. Soldiers were 
using their inflammable confetti provided them by the 
Fatherland, which they were sprinkling everywhere, 
for the monster in command had given the order that 
Dinant, after being sacked, and its people massacred, 
should be burnt. 

As the slim, pale-faced g^l stood facing her lather’s 
false friend, she could hear the wild shrieks of the 
defencelei^ women outside<— those poOT creatures 
dragged forth to witness the heartless murder of 
those dearest to them. 

“Well,” Rigaux asked again, with an evil grin 
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upon his face. “ So you are quite 'decided — 
eh ? ” 

“I am quite decided, m’sieur, that you are my 
bitterest enemy,” was her hard, defiant answer. I 
have been caught here, helpless. But I have no 
hope, therefore I have no fear. To whatever fate 
you, as spy of the accursed Kaiser of Germany, may 
condemn me, I am quite prepared.” 

For a few seconds he remamed silent. Her cool* 
ness and bold defiance, m face of that awful scene, 
absolutely staggered him. He never credited her 
with such nerve. 

“ But will you not accept my offer, and escape 
with me ? ” 

” No. I will not accept the assistance of one who 
has openly confessed himself to be a braitor,” she 
responded. 

“ But you cannot remain here — ^you will be killed — 
perhaps even meet with a worse fate. You do not 
know what awful scenes are in progress in Dinant at 
this moment,” he said. “ The soldiers are collecting up 
the people, men, women, and children, and mowmg 
them down with their machine-guns. You cannot 
remain here while this awful work of destruction, 
theft, and incendiarism is in progress I ” 

” And whose work, pray, this ? It is men 
such as you who are responsible — men who have 
sold Bel^um into her enemy’s hands,” she cried 
bitterly, her big eyes glaring at him in her woman’s 
undisguised hatred. 

“Merely the fortunes of war, Mad^oiselle,” he 
replied with a smile, as he shru^ed his shouldersi 
quite unperturbed by her violent denunciation. 
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“Then* go, and leave me to face this terrible fate 
to which I have beefi consigned. Shoot me with that 
revolver I see you have m your belt,” she cried 
wildly. ” Shoot me, if you will 1 am quite 
ready." 

But he grinned horribly in her face — ^the grin of 
a man who mtended a demoniacal revenge. 

She knew herself to be defenceless — ^utterly help- 
less in his hands. Men and women of Dinant, known 
to her from childhood, lay stiffenmg in death m that 
narrow street wherein hell had been let loose by the 
orders of the arrogant War Lord — that pmchbeck 
Napoleon who dangled his tin crosses before his 
troops to incite them to deeds of barbarism, which 
were afterwards magnified and distorted mto those 
of valour. 

” No,” the man laughed. “ If you, as daughter of 
the Baron de Neuville, still disregard my well-meant 
efforts to rescue you from this awful abyss of dis- 
honour and death, then I have no more to say. 
I can only leave you to the same fate as that of the 
women of the town.” 

"Not” shrieked the girl. “ Shoot me.” And 
she stood bdore him ready to fall beneath the bullet 
of his revolver. ” Shoot me — ^have mercy upon me 
and shoot met**' 

She felt his hot, fmtid breath once again upon her 
cheek; she heard the report of the rifles outside, 
the loud, piercing shrieks of defenceless women, the 
exultant shouts and laught^ of the Germans, and 
the rapid crackling of a machine-gun in the im- 
mediate vicinity. 

She struggled violently to free herself, but he was 
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the stronger. His sensuous lips were upon hers, his 
big eyes looked fiercely into hers, while her slim 
figure was held within his strong, desperate grasp. 
She saw the evil, wicked look m his eyes. 

\ “ Let me go, you brute — ^you spy of Germany I ” 

she shrieked in Clench. Let me go, 1 say ! ” 

“ No, no,” he laughed m triumph. “ You are 
mine — mine ! I have brought ruin upon your 
miserable little country, upon your father, upon 
your fine chateau, and now, because you still defy 
me — bring it upon you I " 

** Bien ! And what do you intend ? ” she asked. 

“ I intend to take you out yonder, into the street, 
and to hand you over to the tender mercies of those 
most unpolite troops of Germany — the Bavarians. 
There are three thousand in the town, and they 
are havmg a really reckless time — I can assure 
you.” 

“ You hell-scoundrel I ” cried the poor girl in her 
frantic, almost msane terror. “ You — ^you who have 
sat at our table and eaten with us — ^you, whom my 
father has trusted, and to whom my mother has 
sent presents at No6l. Ah 1 1 now see you unmasked, 
yet you ” 

“ Enough 1 ” cried the fellow, springing upon her 
and puttmg his thick, loose lips to hers. ”A last 
kiss, and then you go to the fate which every Belgian 
woman goes to-day where our Kaiser and his troops 
are victorious,” and he kissed her though she still 
struggled fiercely to evade his grasp. 

Suddenly both started, for m the room sounded a 
loud deafening report. 

Aim6e started and drew back, breathless and 
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shocked, for from that hated face thrust into hers, 
before her, one eye disappeared. The hateful face 
receded, the body reeled and suddenly faUing back- 
^rd, rolled over the stone dags of the kitchen. 

A bullet had ratered the eye of Amaud Rigauit,'^ 
and, passmg through his brain, had taken away a 
portion of his skull, causing instant death. That 
left eye, as he reeled and fell backwards, was blotted 
out, for it was only a clot of blood. 

" Aimde 1 ” shouted a voice. 

fllie girl, startled, turned to encounter a man in a 
grey uniform — a German infantryman 1 He wore a 
small round grey cap, and in its front the little 
circular cockade of blue and white — the mark of the 
Bavarian. 

''AiftUe!” 

The girl stared into the face of her rescuer. 

It was Edmond — ^Edmond — her own dear Edmond 
— and dressed as a Bavarian 1 

“The infernal spyl” he cried in a hard, rough 
voice. “ 1 caught the fellow just in time, my darling. 
For two years past I have known the truth — that in 
addition to being our worst enemy — he has also been 
a traitor to our King and country, and your father’s , 
false friend.” 

“ But Edmond 1 ” ga^ied the girl, staring at him 
like one in a dream. * “ Why are you here— dressed 
as a German ? ” 

“ Hush 1 ” he whispered. “ If I am caught I shall 
be shot as a spy ! 1 must not talk, or I may betray 
myself. Come with me. We must get back at once 
to the Belgian line.” 

“ But— but how f ” she gasped, for now the truth 
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had dawned upon her — ^the truth of the great risk her 
lover ran in penetrating to the invested town. 

“ Come with me. Have no fear, my darling. If 
God wills that we die, we will at least die together. 
Gome,” he whispered, “appear as though you go 
with me unwillingly, or somebody may suspect us. 
Come along now,” he shouted, and tal^g her wrist 
roughly pretended to drag her forth mto the street, 
where dead men and women were lying about in the 
roadway, and the houses only a few yards away were 
already ablaze. 

He dragged her along that narrow street, so full of 
haunting horrors, urging hn beneath his breath to 
pretend a deadly hatred of him. They passed 
crowds of drunken Germans. Some were smashing 
in windows with the butt ends of their rifles, and 
pourmg petrol into the rooms from cans which others 
carried. Others were dragging along women and 
girls, or foremg them to march before them at the 
pomts of bayonets, and laughing immoderately at 
the terror such proceeding caused. 

A swaggermg young officer of the Seventieth 
Regiment of the Rhine staggered past them with a 
champagne bottle in his hand. He addressed some 
command to Edmond Valentin. 

For a second Aim4e’s heart stood still. But 
Edmond, seeing that the lieutenant was intoxicated, 
merely saluted and passed on, hurrying round the 
comer into the square where, against the wall near 
the church, they saw a line of bodies — the bodies of 
those innocent townspeople whom the bloodthirsty 
horde had swept out ^f existence with their madime- 
guns. 
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On eyery side ugly Stains of blood showed upon the 
stones. A dark sed stream trickled slowly into the 
gutters, so awful had been the massacre an hour ^ 
before. 

As they cros^d the square they witnessed a fright- 
ful scene. Some men and women, who had hidden 
in a cellar, were driven out upon the pavement 
ruthlessly, and shot down. The officer who gave 
the order, smoking a cigarette and laughmg the 
while. 

Aun4e stood for a second with closed eyes, not 
bearing to witness such a fearful sight. Those shrill 
<»ies of despair from the terrified women and children 
rang m her ears for a moment. Then the rifles 
crackled, and there were no more cries — only a 
huddled heap of dead humanity. 

Edmond dragged her forward. German soldiers 
whom they passed laughed merrily at the conquest 
apparently made by one of their comrades. 

And as they went by the rumed church, and 
out upon the road toward Leffe, the scene of pillage 
and drunkenness that met their eyes, was indeed 
revolting. 

Though the Belgian Government has since issued 
an official report to the Powers concerning the wild 
or^es of that awful day in Dinant, the story, in all 
its toue hideouanese, will, perhaps, never be known. 
Those seven hundred or so poor creatures who could 
testify to the fiendish torture practised upon them : 
how some were mutilated, outraged, bound, covered 
with straw and burned alive, and even buried alive, 
ate all in tbeir graves, their lips, alas! sealed for 
ever. 
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Another officer, a major of the Seventeenth 
Uhlans, rode past, and Edmond sahited. They were, 
indeed, treading dangerous ground. 

If Edmond were discovered, both he and she 
would be shot as spies against the nearest wall. 

How she refrained from fainting she knew not. 
But she bore that terrible ordeal bravely, her spirit 
sustained by her great, boundless love for the man 
at her side. 

The road they had taken led by the river-bank, and 
just as a body of Uhlans had clattered past, raising 
a cloud of dust, they saw across the hills at Bouvigne, 
a heliograph at work, signallmg towards Namur. 

Above them a Taube aeroplane was slowly cuding. 


CHAPTER XVII 

IN DEADLY PERIL 

Not only was Dinant itsdf being decimated, but in 
the Faubourg of Leffe, through which they were 
now passing, the German soldiers, the majority of 
them infantrymen wearing on their caps the green 
and white cockade denoting that they were from 
Saxony, indudmg also many from Baden, were busy 
pillaging the houses, and in one spot an offloa had 
drawn up a number of terrified women and children, 
and was compelling them to cry '* Vwe PAUemagM I *' 
Each house, after being sacked, was systematically 
burned down. 
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In safety they passed through all the terrors which 
filled the little place, yet in fear each moment of . 
detection. But the soldiers and officers seemed so 
intent upon their fell work of wanton destruction 
that, happily, no notice was taken of the fugitives. 
At last they gained the high road which, following 
the bend of the Meuse, ran in the direction of Namur. 
Ten miles or so beyond lay the German front, and 
that would have to be passed, if they were to escape 
with their lives. 

On the road were many German soldiers, and 
passing them constantly were rumbling guns, am- 
munition wagons, and motor-cars containing staff- 
officers. 

Aimte knew the roads in the vicinity well, and 
in a whisper suggested that they should turn off 
into a narrow lane on the right. She knew of a path 
which led through the wood to a village called 
Assesse, she said. 

“ AsMsse I ’’ echoed her lover. “ You know the 
way, darling I Bien, it is near that place we 
must get. Close by there I hid my Belgian 
uniform, and dress^ in these clothes — clothes 
I took from a Bavarian shot by us while on 
outpost duty.” 

They turn^ into the lane, where they found them- 
sdves alone. * 

” 1 think,” the girl said, ” that it would be best if 
we did not walk together. We might be suspected. 

1 will go ahead, and you follow me. It is nearly five 
miles, but when we enter the wood the path is quite 
Btrai^t, through two other woods and over a brook 

until we reach the vfllage,” 
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“Very well, dearest,” he said, reluctantly obliged 
•to admit that her advice was sound. He would 
certainly stand a better chance of escape alone, now 
they were in the open country over which the 
G^nuans were swarmmg, than if they were together. 
Yet neither could disguise from themselves the fact 
that their lives now hung by a single thread. 

Should any soldier they met accost Edmond, then 
he would certainly be betrayed, and death would, 
most assuredly, be their lot. 

Having patted, however, the girl, dusty, dis- 
hevelled, and hatlcss, went forward, he following her 
at a short distance, m fear lest she might fall into 
the hands of one of the Prussian brutes. 

At last, however, they came to the wood, but 
both noticed that, near by, were half a dozen Uhlans 
drawn up on outpost duty. They quickly caught 
sight of the girl, but regarded her as harmless, and 
then, when Edmond came swinging along, they al- 
lowed him also to pass, believing him to be one of 
their comrades-in-arms. 

Within the wood they were practically safe, and 
had hurried forward a couple of miles, when Aim6e 
suddenly heard voices and loud laughter ahead. A 
number of Uhlans were nding in single file up the 
path in their direction, therefore, in an instant she 
dashed away into the undergrowth until they had 
passed, an example followed by Edmond. 

Then, when the enemy had gone, they once more 
went forward again, but full of caution lest they 
should be taken by surpnse. 

Those fi,ve miles we^ the longest either of them 
had ever covered, for every yard was full of breath' 
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less terror. They knew not where an outpost might 
be lurking, for they were gradually approaching the ' 
Belgian front. ' 

It was nearly two o’clock in the afternoon wh<=«, 
on emerging from the wood into the hot sunshine 
again, they found themselves above a tiny white- 
washed village, with slated roofs and tilin church 
spire— the village of Assesse. 

This place they carefully avoided lest it should be 
occupied by the enemy, but approaching a field not 
far away, Edmond said : 

“ See yonder I darling, that old black shed. In 
there, my uniform is hidden beneath some straw. 
Until night comes on I dare not change.” 

”Then let us hide in the shed till night,” she 
suggested. ” You can change after dark, and we 
can then go forward. 

He sirred. The situation was, he knew, critical. 

” You know the risk we shall run, darlmg. Are 
you really prepared for it ? ” 

" I will face any danger at 3 n)ur side, Edmond. 
You have saved my life to-day, remember, and at 
imminent risk of your own.” 

” Because I love you, my own darling,” was his 
quick response. “ I have thought only of you, and 
of you alone. I must save you, and (^d will surely 
assist me in so doin^.” 

“ Yes. We are in His hands,” she declared 
fervently. “Let us go over yonder, and hide till 
it grows dark.” 

“ But you must be hungry,” he suggested. 

“No, Edmond,” she lauded. “Don’t think of 
me— think of yourself, of your own safety.’* 
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So they crept forward, unobserved, until they 
reached the shed— a mere shelter fcfr cows. In one 
ocinter of the duty place lay a great heap of 
mouldering straw, and Edmond, having worked 
kawhy until he had made a hole large enough to admit 
|them both, they both ra-ept in and lightly covered 
fchemselves. 

r And then, as she found herself in his strong arms, 
she felt his fond kisses raining upon her brow, fierce, 
passionate caresses, that told her plainly how deep 
and how sacred was his great love for her— how 
strong was his affection and devotion. 

For seven long hours they remained there, con* 
versing m whispers, he recountmg to her the various 
engagements in which he had been smce the out- 
break of the war. 

He explamed to her, too, how by reason of a law- 
case brought to him by a chent, his suspicions had, 
two years before, been aroused that Amaud Rigaux, 
the great Brussels financier, was a secret agent of 
the German Government. For months he had 
watched closely until, only a fortnight before the 
war, Rigaux's suspicions had been aroused that he 
was being watched. The spy feared him — ^feared lest 
he should go to the Miniver of War and disclose 
his suspicions. This course, however, Edmond had 
hesitated to take. * 

“ Why ? ” asked Aim^. “ Was it not your duty 
to tell the truth ? ” 

*' It was my duty, I admit. But had 1 done 
BO, you, dearest, not knowing the true facts, 
Would have believ^ me guilty of trying to remove 
my rival by an undei^and method. 1 should 
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have lost your esteem. Therefore I preferred t 
wait until I could strike an effective blow, and, 
still, at the same time, reveal to you that I had 
just cause for so doing.” / . 

“ Your just cause was revealed to-day, Edmohd,” 
she said. '‘You have avenged our country, wliich 
that mean, despicable spy sought to undermme and 
destroy, and at the same time, dear, you saved 
me." 

“ I had no idea that the scoundrel was in Dinant, 
watching the wanton work of his Prussian friends 
He hated Belgium, and all Belgians, and so he 
went, 1 suppose, to witness a scene of destruction 
unparalleled m modem history. 

Last night, after we had been driven back over 
the hills, I resolved at all hazards to return to you ; 
therefore, as I have explained, 1 took the clothes 
from a dead Bavarian and succeeded in passing the 
German outposts just before the dawn. It was an 
exciting journey back to Dinant, 1 can assure you,” 
and he smiled grimly. 

“ Ah I It must have been. And you risked your 
life — you are risking it now — order to save me,” 
she said. 

Slowly the light faded and a ray of red sunset, 
shming in at the doorway of the shed, lit up the place 
with crimson light.* 

Suddenly they heard sounds of voices. They 
both held their breath. 

Aim^e, who knew German, heard one of^the men 
exclaim, as they approached : 

” This would, I think, be a snug place in which to 
spend the night, Eiarl.'! 
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Her heart beat quickly. She could hear it 
thumping. ■ 

The man’s companion muttered some response 
giiifSy, and they both entered with heavy tramp. 
She could see that they were tall, broad-shouldered 
H^Jans, in grey braided tunics, jack boots, and 
helmets. 

They looked around for a few seconds, whereupon 
the gruff-voiced man exclaimed in disgust : 

“ No. It’s too dirty. Let us get further along. 
We shall surely find a better place than that.” 

And then they strode out, remounted their horses 
and rode away. 

The pair m hiding drew long breaths of relief. 
That had, surely, been a narrow escape. 

When it had grown quite dark and the rats began 
to scamper, Edmond, foraging about, discovered his 
tom worn-out Belgian uniform, and quickly exchanged 
his Bavarian dress for his own clothes. Then he 
havuig carefully stolen out and reconnoitred, they 
both crept away across the fields to where the trees 
of a plantation showed like a black, jagged Ime 
agamst the night sky. 

In his Belgian uniform Edmond Valentin was now 
in even greater danger than before, for at any moment 
they might be challenged, when he would, assuredly, 
be shot. • 

But, keepmg closely in the shadows, they went on 
until they gained the plantation. The night was 
close and oppressive^ In the distance, every now 
and then could be heard the thunder of guns, whUe 
in the sky before them, the long straight beams of 
the searchlights, sweeping backwards and forwards, 
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showed the direction of the Belgian front, now that 
they had retired from the Meuse. 

'‘1 left the regiment about three miles from the 
edge of this wood,” Edmond whispered. “They 
were yonder, where that second searchlight is show- 
ing. But [irobably they have retired further, to- 
wards Namur, or our outposts would certainly have 
been here. We must have a care, and avoid the 
German sentnes.” 

Then they crept forward and entered the dark, 
silent plantation. There was not a breath of wind , 
not a leaf stirred, hence their footsteps sounded 
loudly as they stole forward, holding their breath, 
and halting every now and then to listen. 

Once they heard voices — ^men speaking in German 
and laughing. Even the scent of tobacco reached 
their nostnls They halted, drew back and waited, 
so escaping detection 

That was truly a weird and exciting night ad- 
venture, for they were now very near the German 
outposts. They could see the twinkling lights of 
camp-fires upon a hiU-dde on then nght, and once 
the far-off sound of a bugle fell npon their ears. 

Presently they emerged from the plantation, and 
Edmond, having paused for a few moments to take 
his bearings, struck off down a narrow lane, where 
the trees overhung until their branches met above. 
For nearly a mde further they went along, leaving the 
roadway whenever they headrd the tramp of soldiers 
approaching, and once very narro^y runiung nght 
into the arms of a German sentry, who was standing 
hidden in the shadow of a haystack. It was only 
by drawing up suddenly, bending behind a bush, 
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and waiting through some ten minutes of breathless 
agony, that they were able to eiftiicate themselves 
from a very tight comer. 

And at last, when they were able to creep forward 
unseen, they again found themselves almost beneath 
the hoofs of a cavalry patrol, nding along across 
some open pasture-land 

When that further danger had passed, Edmond 
whispered to his beloved • 

“ We have, I believe, passed the German outposts 
now, dearest. Yet we must be very careful. We 
may not have got quite through yet. Come, we will 
cross that low hill yonder. No, the valley, perhaps, 
will be best,” he added. “I see there’s a farm- 
house on the hill The Uhlans may be there — ^in 
quarters for the mght We must avoid that.” 

So they descended over the grass land, where the 
country dipped towards the low ndge of hills, beyond 
which lay the Belgians on the defensive. 

A few moments later they found themselves in a 
field of standmg com which had, alas I been sadly 
trampled by the enemy, and still crept along in the 
shadow of a high bank. On their right ran a 
shallow brook, nppling musically over the stones, one 
of those many trout streams, the undisturbed haunt 
of the heron, with which the picturesque Ardennes 
abound, * 

All was quiet, and nobody appeared to be in the 
vicmity. Yet Edmond knew that the whole of the 
enemy’s lines must be so well patrolled that it would 
be most difiicult for them to escape across to the 
Belgians with their li^es. 

The German sentry s^tem is as near perfect as 
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the military brain can render it. Not a cat could slip 
by the German lm&, now that they were advancing to 
the conquest. 

Still he had come through on the previous night, 
and he was btt t, for the sake of Aim6e, upon getting 
her back safely. Of a sudden, a voice sounded a 
short distance away — a loud gruff expression in 
German. 

The pair drew up and waited, holding their breath. 

Straight before them the long, bnght beam of a 
searchlight was slowly sweeping the sky, searching 
for German aeroplanes. 

The men were against a line of bushes. 

" Be careful, Edmond ! " whispered the girl 
" They are coming this way.” 

But they were not, for they could see that the 
dark figures silhouetted against the mght sky were 
receding. 

Straight before them was another dark copse, 
which led up the side of the low hill. 

When the Germans had gone, Aim6e and her lover 
crept forward noiselessly, making their way to the 
cover afforded by the copse which, Edmond had 
concluded, lay between the opposing lines. 

They had, however, not gone more than a hundred 
yards when a German sentry sprang suddenly forth 
from the shadow, with fixed bayonet, and uttered a 
loud, gruff challenge in German - 

" Halt I Who goes there ? ” 

Aim4e, startled, drew back in terror, clinging to 
her lover’s arm. But only for a second. Then she 
drew herself up again, and stood motionless at his 
side. 
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“ Who goes there ? ” again demanded the sentry, in 
a tone of quick suspicion. “ Come forward,” he com- 
manded in an imperious voice “ Who are you ? ” 
Neither spoke. In their ignorance they were 
walking right into the enemy’s camp 1 
They were entrapped I 


CHAPTER XVin 

THE OXTtiF OF SHABOWS 

" We must fly for our lives, Aim£e I ” her lover 
whispered. “ Follow me I ” 

“ Bien ! I am ready ! ” she answered, quite cool'in 
that moment of their supreme peril. The terrors of 
that day had not unnerved her, because of ESdmond’s 
presence. 

She thought only of him. 

Between where they stood there, half concealed by 
the low bushes and the dark shadow of the copse 
before them, was a distance of some ten yards, or so. 
To escape, they must make a dash across that small 
open space. 

The German sentry repeated his challenge loudly. 

Not an instant was now to be lost. It was a matter 
of life or death. 

“ Now, darling I ” cried Edmond, and together 
they held their breath and together sped towards the 
copse. 

Next mstant a rifle flashed, and there was a loud 
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report, followed, a second later, by another sharp 
shot, and then another, and yet another. 

The alarm had been given, and, in a moment, the 
whole Ime of the enemy’s sentries were on the 
alert. 

Aimde he^rd the bullets scream past her as she ran. 

She heard, too, Edmond gasp and ejaculate an 
expression of surprise. But until they were safe in 
the copse, speedmg along together as fast as their 
feet could carry them, she was luiaware that her 
lover’s right arm was hanging hmp and useless — 
that he had received an ugly wound through the 
shoulder. 

“ Why 1 ” she gasped in dismay, pullmg up 
suddenly. “ You are hurt — dearest 1 You are 
wounded I ” In the darkness she felt some warm 
sticky fluid upon her hand 

“ It’s nothing, really, Aim6e. Just a graze — ^that’s 
all,” he declared. “Come, for Heaven’s sake. Let 
us get on, or we may yet be caught I Our own out- 
posts must be somewhere close by. Let us ho|)c they 
are beyond this copse. Come — let us hurry — hurry ! ” 

Those final words of his were uttered because he felt 
his strength giving way, and before he fell exhausted, 
as he must do, be meant still to strive with his last 
effort to place his beloved m safety. 

She, noticing thatThis voice had somehow changed, 
and knowmg that the blood was streaming from 
his shoulder, took his left arm and assisted him 
stealthily along. 

Suddenly, by a mere chance, they struck a narrow 
path m the darkness, and this led them to the further 
end of the copse. 
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Scarcely, however, had they come out mto the 
open, when another voice challenged them loudly — 
in French ! 

Those words, startling them for a second, caused 
them next moment to gasp with relief 

Edmond answered the challenge cheerily, and they 
walked forward to where stood the friendly Belgian 
outpost. In a few quick words Valentm explamed 
to the cavalryman how they had passed through the 
German lines, but bemg suspicious of spies, the man, 
quite rightly, called up four of his comrades, and then 
both fugitives were conducted along a high road for 
a considerable distance to the Belgian camp. 

Before General Thalmann, commandmg the Sixth 
Brigade, seated m his tent, Edmond Valentm quickly 
established the fact that he was no spy, and, indeed, 
he was able to give some very valuable information 
regarding the disposition of the enemy, and related 
for the first time, the terrible story of the sack and 
destruction of Dmant. 

The grey-moustached General, havmg compli- 
mented him upon his gallant conduct and his wonder- 
ful escape, ordered hmi to at once have his wound 
dressed. Then, rismg from his camp-chair, he bowed 
politely to Aimde, saying ; 

“ 1 also wish to offer my heartiest congratulations 
to you. Mademoiselle, upon yoqf providential escape 
from Dmant. I allow you to accompany Sotts- 
oifuner Valentm to the Base Hospital. Captam 
Dulac, he added, turning to one of his officers present, 
please sign the necessary order. And note that I 
bestow the highest praise upon Soiis-officier Valentin, 
of the Eighth Chii^eurs, for penetratmg into the 
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enemy’s lines and obtaining much valuable intelh- 
gence." 

“ I may add, General, that I discovered, in Dinant, 
the Brussels financier, Amaud Rigaux, dressed as a 
German Major, and, having myself proved that he 
was a spy, shot him I ” 

“ You shot Amaud Rigaux ! ” exclaimed the 
General, staring at him. “ Is that tme ? ” 

“ Yes, m’sieur.” 

“ You are quite certain of this ? " 

“ Quite certain. Mademoiselle was present.” 

“Then please make a note of that also. Captain 
Dulac,” the commander said. “Only yesterday I 
received word from headquarters that he was to be 
captured, and wherever found, sent for trial by 
court-martial at Antwerp. So you, Valentm, it 
seems, have put a sudden end to tlw man’s dastardly 
career — eh ? ” and the well-set-up, grey-moustached 
man— one of Belgium’s bravest generals — grmned 
with satisfaction. “ Well, I congratulate you, and 
you may rest assured that your distmguished services 
will not go unrewarded. Bon soir^ MademoiseUe — 
Bon toir, Valentin.” 

And the pair were then led forth from the tent, 
away to that of the medical service, where a doctor 
quickly investigated Edmond’s wound. 

Aim^, fortunateljii perhaps, remained outside, for 
scarcely had her lover entered the tent, than he fell 
faintmg. Restoratives were quickly administered, 
and the bullet was extracted under an anesthetic, 
while she waited in patience outside. Edmond’s 
wound was, alas 1 of a far more serious character than 
the gallant soldier of Belgium had at first ^lieved. 
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Li consequence of medical advice he was sent, next 
day, by tram to the military hospital m Antwerp, 
Aim^, hy order of the general, bemg allowed to 
accompany him m the military tram. 

From Antwerp Aimde was able to communicate 
with both her mother and father, and a fortnight 
after her arrival there she received, with intense 
satisfaction, the joyful news that they had both met 
at Ostend, and had gone to London, Brussels bemg, 
of course, m the hands of the enemy. 

The Baroness wrote several times, urging her 
daughter to come to London — to the Langham Hotel, 
where they had taken up their temporary. quarters 
— ^but the girl replied that she would not leave 
Edmond’s side, she having volunteered as a Red 
Cross nurse at the St. Elizabeth Hospital. 

For over a month Edmond Valentm, eager to 
return to the front and to still bear his part in 
the fighting, lay in his narrow bed in the long 
ward now filled to overflowmg with wounded. 
His shoulder had been shattered, and more 
than one medical consultation had been held 
regardmg it. 

Aim6e, in her neat uniform as nurse, with the big 
scarlet cross upon the breast of her white apron, had 
learned the sad truth — ^that, in all probability, 
Edmond might never be able to use his right 
arm again, though no one had told him the painful 
fact. 

As he lay there he was ever dreaming of going 
back to again work that innocent-looking httle 
machine-gun of his, which had sent to their deaths 
so man^ of the Huns of the Kaiser. 
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The bitter truth was, however, told to him one 
day. The enemyi under General von B&eler, were 
advancmg upon Antwerp, llicy had destroyed 
Mahnes, and were almost at the gates of Belgium’s 
prmcipal port. It was the third day m October, and 
British troops had now arrived to assist in the 
defence of Antwerp. All the wounded who could 
walk were ordered to leave. 

\nd so it happened that Edmond Valentin, ac- 
companied by Aim^e, resolved at last to escape to 
London, where the girl could rejom her parents. 

With a huge crowd of refugees of all classes, the 
pair, evQT faithful to each other — ^yet, be it said, 
greatly to Edmond’s regret — crossed one grey wmtry 
afternoon to Dover, where, on the pier, the pair were 
met by the Baron and Baroness, and earned with 
delight to that haven of the stricken — that sanctuary 
of the war — ^London. 

The gallant conduct of the Sous-qfficier of Belgian 
Chasseurs, in a shabby blue military great-coat, worn 
and tom, and with the right arm bandaged across his 
chest, had reached England through the Press long 
before. In the papers there had been brief accounts 
of his fearless penetration mto the enemy’s Imes, and 
the gallant rescue of the woman he so dearly loved. 
King Albert had bestowed upon him the Cross of the 
Order of Leopold, ^and his photograph — ^together 
with that of Aim^e — ^had been published m many 
of the newspapers. 

Little wonder was it, therefore, that a little over 
a month later — on that well-remembered day m 
November when the British monitors from the sea 
assisted the Belgians and our own troops in the 
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splendid defence of the Straits of Dover — ^newspaper 
reporters and photographers stood* so eagerly upon 
that long flight of stone steps which lead up to the 
entrance of St Martin’s Church, in Trafalgar Square, 
where a wedding of Belgian refugees was to take 
place. 

The happy couple emerged from the church at last 
man and wife, and Edmond Valentin, still m his 
shabby dark blue great-coat, and with his arm 
bandaged, did not escape the ubiquitous photo- 
graphers any more than did Aimee de Neuville — now 
111 tie IMadame Valentm. 

But both were modest m the happy denouement of 
the great human drama, preferring to remain blissful 
m each other’s love, rather than to court any further 
publicity. 

True, most of the newspapers next day, — and 
especially the illustrated ones, — ^reported that the 
weddmg had taken place, but there was only the 
vaguest hmt of the real and actual romance which I 
have — ^perhaps somewhat indiscreetly — attempted to 
describe m the foregomg pages — ^the romance of 
those terribly dramatic happenmgs at the Sign of the 
Swoid. 


THE END * 
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